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PLAYBOY 


GE PICTORIAL ON 
YOUR PLAYBOY JAZZ & POP PO: 
AN EXCLUSIVE INTE W WITH Jl 


With a dash of rare excitement... 


Suddenly a really new car comes your way. 


'68 DODGE CHARGER. 
What a great shape to be in. 


You've just about had it with cars in 
the shape they're in. Then you see it. 
Charger for '68. Fresh, vibrant, excit- 
ing. With everything you've been 
hopefully looking for in an automo- 
bile, from disappearing headlights to 


door pockets that hold your maps 
when you hit the open road. And all 
this beauty, convenience, and willing- 
ness to get up and go comes at a 
surprisingly modest price. A price 
that includes, by the way, a V8 engine 


teamed with a slick 3-speed manual 
transmission. What else? Bucket seats 
up front. All-vinyl trim. A suspension 
system built to take on and handle 
almostany drivingsituation. And more 
than twenty safety items ranging from 


and a pocketful 
of thoughtfulness. 


If you won't be happy until 
it's yours, you've got 


dual master cylinder brakes to an 
energy-absorbing steering column 
and wheel, to seat belts, front and 
rear. And yet, for allits eagerness and 
spirit, Charger for '68 can be a sur- 
prisingly docile car as well. Your wife 


need not fear it. Charger will take her 
down to the corner mailbox es pleas- 
antly as it will take you to a noon busi- 
ness appointment 150 miles away. 
But enough of this. One look at the all- 
new Charger at your Dodge Dealer's 


says more than any number of words. 
So why not go take that look? Today. 
We warn you: You won't be happy till 
it's yours. A brand-new 1968 Dodge 
Charger of your own. That's the only 
cure for Dodge Fever we can think of. 


Drive safely. It's also contagious, 


PLAYBOY 


Great taste 
whenever 
you light up... 


the good taste never quits 


Some cigarettes run out of taste after you smoke a few. But not Viceroy. 
Viceroy starts with great tobaccos, then adds natural flavor fresheners... 
to make sure the good taste never quits. 

ово, BROWN &WILLUANSON TOBACCO CORPORATION El The «Hank of Quality in Tobacco Products 


HAVEMANN, 


NORDEN CREEN 


PLAYBILL > "ovx of 1958, when we pub- 

lished a tripartite takeout оп the beat 
world, the striving of youth to transcend ethical, social and 
artistic convention has become lung and highly diver. 
sified phenomenon, often referred to as a “revolution.” 
Some of the avant-gardesmen of 1958, however, are still on 
to what's happening. Herbert Gold, who authored one of 
the pieces in our survey of the Beats, provides us with 
the insightful text for The New Wave Makers, this month's 
Portrait (with ten pages of photos by Eugene Anthony) of the 
self-styled Love Generation—the hippies who fight the estab- 
lishment by dropping out of its constricti 


e mores, Gold— 


whose fictional evocation of the Bay City hippie scene, Pea- 


cock Dreams, appeared in last June's pLayvoy—claims to have 
witnesed not only “the first great bein" (with his onetime 
fellow college student, now grand guru Allen Ginsberg) but 
also “the first rock-da ht-show celeb: n where acid w: 
put in the Jello.” During recent travels іп North Africa, 
Europe and the 0.5. 5. R., Gold сушка the global aspects 
of this upheaval, on which he touches in his impressionistic 
prose portrait. 

The Crazy One, an eloquent account of the brief, me 
career of а magnetic, maladroit Mexican bullfighter, bears the 
by-line of Norman Mailer, the adult terrible of Ame 
letters. Mailers latest novel, Why Are We in Vietnam?, a 
wp survey of our neuroses, was released last 
month by Putnam; he is currently laboring on another major 
fictional wor 

New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison, whose investi- 
gation of an alleged plot to assassinate John F. Kennedy has 
made him a messiah to some and a madman to others, is the 
subject of our exdusive, explosive Playboy Interview. Garrison 
was quizzed by freelance writer Eric Norden, who helped us 
interview Mark Lane last February. 

Diverse opinions about man's medha 
age of automation are examined in E 
Computers—Their Scope Today and Max € 
ets—Their Built-in Limitations. Havemann began work on 
his article the day after sending two manuscripts to his editor 
—a volume on birth control and a college psychology text. He 
found his subject “a refreshing change not only from contra- 
ceptives and conditioned reflexes but also from horse racing, 
the subject of my last rrAvmov piewe” (June 1967). Gunther 
—author of The Sonics Boom in last May's issue—augmented 


al servants in the 
nest 


Havemann’s 
her's Comput- 


MAILER RUSSELL 
his research by taking a cram course in computer program- 
ing: “I seem to have passed, and the course taught me to be 
happy in my career as a writer: I'd rather be almost anything 
n à computer programmer.” 
Our lead fiction, The Pop-Op Caper—a privateeye 
stunner that spools its own genré—comes from the busy 
pen of William F. Nolan, whose novel Logan's Run (his 15th 
book since 1958) was recently published by Dial. Nolan has 
finished a screenplay based on the book and is writing a novel 
about the exploits of Bart Challis, The Pop-Op Caper's hard- 
nosed hero. Also at work on а screenplay is Ray Russell, 
whose Ripples—a sci-fi tale with a surprise ending, crafted in 
Jess than a thousand words—provides us with another memo- 
rable fancy. Ray's been helping MGM adapt Washington 
Irving's classic Rip Van Winkle for the scra 
The lighter side of this month's PLAYBOY includes Would 
You Do It for a Penny?, in which Harlan Ellison and Haskell 
Barkin describe the wiles of a young man who picks up, in 
addition to his victuals, a companion at his neighborhood 
supermarket; and Gleaner than Dirt, wherein D. G. Lloyd 
shows how Supreme Court rulings on prurience сап work for 


or against litry classics, real and imaginary. Barkin has been 
fashioning a novel while writing publicrelations material 


for a landinvestment firm; co-author Ellison—author of 15 
books, more than 500 stories and articles and an upper-echelon 
TV and movie scriptwriter—was recently selected by Cosmo- 
politan, for whatever it may be worth, as one of Hollywood's 
four most eligible bachelors. Lloyd is a comedy writer for the 
Johnny Carson show and has just finished a play that he 
modestly claims is “being scrutinized with feverish apathy by 
any number (one) of producers.” 

Enough? Hardly. Herein are the ballot for our annual 
Jazz Poll, revised, renamed—it's now the Jazz and Pop Poll 
—and expanded this year to include the stars of superpop: 
Robert L. Green's Fall & Winter Fashion Forecast; the latest 
in leather accessories: and a guide to the gustatory glories of 
the English breakfast. In addition to The New Wave Makers, 
our pictorials include an uncensored preview of The Fox, 
the Mark Rydell-directed film version—starring Anne 
Heywood, Keir Dullea and Sandy Dennis—of D. H. Law- 
тепсе probing tale of awakening libidos and erotic libera- 
tion; plus #n unhurried rendezvous with our statuesque 
October Playmate, Reagan Wilson. Altogether, a tidal wave 
of delights from our own estimable gang of wave makers. 
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PLAYBOY. 
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Music Poll 
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Whatever you add to your vod! 
start with the patent on smoothness. 


‘80 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN, GOROON'S ORY GIN CO. LTO., LINDEN. N.J. 


Budweiser. is the best reason 
in the world to drink beer 


Of the 332 brands of beer 
brewed in America, 
only Budweiser 
is Beechwood Aged.* 


S9. E hats why. when 
4d ve the chips are down, 
tau lui? . no other beer stacks 
up with Budweiser 
for taste and 
- drinkability. 
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POLICE LINE-UP 
Kenneth Rexroth is to be compli 
mented for his July artide on The Fu 
1 hope every cop in the country reads it. 
Since most police departments are un- 
derstaffed, vicesquad members assigned 
to public rest rooms could more profit- 
ably spend their time on the streets, 
instead of enticing weak-minded individ- 
uals to commit “crimes” that otherwise 
would not have occurred. Police depart- 
ments can be effective only when they 
learn that their function is to protect 
Citizens, not to make criminals of them. 
G. D. Byrd 
Playa Del Rey, California 


Hats off to Kenneth Rexroth and to 
гілувоу for providing a most cnlight 
ening article, The Fuzz. Being a student 
in New York City, 1 find Rexroth’s views 
on police forces to be quite valid. His 
artide showed insight into the psychol- 
ogy and sociology of being an officer. Its 
analysis of the man, his job and the 
people with whom he comes in contact 
was thorough and well defined. Alto- 
gether, a fine article. 

Theodore H. Knupp 

Hunter College 

New York, New York 


As a graduate of San Jose State College 
with a major in law enforcement and 
administration, 1 wish to commend Ken- 
neth Rexroth for his first-rate thinking. 
Richard Baker 
Chincoteague, 


irginia 


The Fuzz was опе of the most knowl- 
edgeable and timely pieces I have ever 
read in prAYnov. Congratulations. 
Roy F. Mather, HI 
Newport Beach, California. 


The Fuzz, apparently wriuen by a 
member of the hippie fringe group, con- 
tains nothing constructive. I find only 
negative, nihilistic attitudes, highly criti 
cal of everything and everybody. While 
agreeing with the right of dissent, we 
must also note Justice Holmes’ rule of 
time, place and method. In any equity 
action, the plaintiff must come into court 
with clean hands. This the hippies can- 
not do. Until they mend their ways 
and become responsible, constructive citi- 


zens, I would deny them the right to 
criticize our police. If they do not like the 
ay things are done here, I suggest they 
go elsewhere. Since no other country, 
not even Cuba, would them at any 
price, they should their un- 
kempt, unshorn, unshaven and mal 
odorous persons to some of the islands at. 
the western end of the Aleutian chain. 
There, they could be as irregular as they 
desire, and the rest of us could go about 
our business without their interference, 
G. R. Preston 

Romeo, Michigan 

One might balance your allusion to 
Justice Holmes with a more recent quota- 
tion from Justice Felix Frankfurter: “It 
is a fair summary of history to say that 
the safeguards of liberty have been jorged 
in controversies involving not very nice 


people. 


remove 


Rexroth’s article is as full of holes as 
a police target. He claims that the police 
officer is not а soldier. We at the Ameri- 
tan Federation of Police held the op- 
posite view. He is uniformed, armed and 
comes under military command. His duty 
is 10 preserve the rights of the citizens, 
protect their property and their lives— 
if need be, with his own. At the very 
moment that you read this, war is being 
fought in our streets, towns and cities. 
It may already have айесгей you 

Rexroth introduces the old cliché— 
police brutality. He must think police 
are supermen with badges. But they bleed 
like anyone else when hit with rocks; 
bullets fired at them don’t bounce off. 
These men have to defend themselves, 
and when they do, it's called brutality. 

Without hesitation, Rexroth states that 
there are “millions of Emma Goldmans" 
—whom he describes as a “free lover 
and anarchist—in the United States to- 
day. I hope he is wrong. But when so- 
called civil rights leaders disobey the 
law, when they (rain to resist the police, 
when they kill in cold blood these very 
officers whom Rexroth degrades with the 
word “fuzz,” then it's time to take stock 
of a bad situation, 

1, myself, have known the pain of line- 
of-duty injury. 1 have seen the suffering 
of officers wounded and the grief of the 
families of those comrades who died to 
defend Rexroth’s right to walk the streets 
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MY SIN 


... Q most 


provocative perfume ! 


LANVIN 


te Cat Favs has to offer 


bottled and packaged in France 
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Get a boot with 
the fresh new look of comfort 


Some men buy Hush Puppies? boots for the way they feel—agreeably 
soft. cushiony, plain comfortable. Others for their not-so-plain good 
looks—ranging from trim-cut side zips to sleek high riders. Relax into 
а pair in smooth leather you can shine or famous Breathin’ Brushed 
Pigskin®. From about $15, for wherever your boot life takes you. 


` Hush Puppies 


BRAND CASUALS 


1981, WOLVERINE WORLI IC., ROCKFORO, MICHIGAN #9341 makers ol 
Hush Puppics® casuals aed Wolverine® brand shoes and bool, sh prtduels and gloves 


safely. His opinion does discredit to the 
memory of these fine men and to the 
valor of the officers who serve his city, 
now and in the future. 

Gerald S. Arenberg 

Executive Director 

American Federation of Police 

Venice, Florida. 


MESDEMOISELLES DE PARIS 
Your July pictorial essay on The Girls 
of Paris was a masterpiece. Your girls 
were beautiful, your descriptions up to 
date and your facts true in every detail 
Thanks for makin feel great to be a 
Frenchman ig in Paris. Your article 
—with photos—should be reprinted for 
every bachelor tourist planning to visit 
the City of Light. The only thing we 
lack here is a Playboy Club. 
Danicl Y. Cros 


Our London Club is just am hour 
away. 


The Girls of Paris article was truly 
perfec—most informative and well writ- 
ten, I'm sure that travel-minded 
all over the world—induding P: 
—will profit from your gencrous advice 
on the haunts and habits of the Parisi 
female. In my opinion, she reigns su- 
preme among all the women of the 
world. As for your pictures, what can I 
say? They knocked me out. 

John R. Forchette 
U.S.S. Providence 
South Sea 


n 


Never in all the years I've been read- 
ing PLAYBOY have I seen su атау of 
beauty and charm, photographed with 
such class, taste and distinction. Your 
photographer, Pompco Posar, deserves 
the highest praise. Les jeunes filles de 
Paris sont fabuleuses—plain wild, in any 


language. 


Anthony М. Mendoli 
Kansas City, Missouri 


YELLOW PERIL 
Congressman Frank Thompson's 
speech, published in your July Playboy 
After Hours column and warning of the 
dangers of bamana-peel smoking, was 
delightful. We're fortunate that at least 
one member of Congress has a sense of 
humor. 
Robert A. Selwa 
Dearborn, Michigan 


PLAYBOY is to be commended for air- 
ing the Great Banana Debate. What 
Congressman Thompson did not say is 
that an insidious publicity campaign is 
now being cooked up by the mind bend- 
ers at the United Fruit Company (no 
relation to the homosexual-power move- 
ment). A seductive Honduran maid will 
slink onto our TV screens, chirping be- 
tween inhalations of bananajuana: 


Vodka comes in loud and clear 
with Sprite. 


o_o Sprite. The soft drink with 
a message: tingling tartness. 
Switched on. Exuberant. Noisy. 
Not sweet. 
Not anything you've heard before. 
Or tasted. 
Get a carton of Sprite and hear 
howit turns vodka on. 
‘Then taste! 


A rousing new fragrance 
that stays with you. 


After Shave, Cologne 
and other essentials 
for the lusty life. 


Created for men by Revlon. 


I'm Chiquita Banana and I've come 
to say: 
Bananas are exciting in a brand-new 
way. 
So don't waste "ет in a pie—ait 
Use bananas to get high—ait 
Oh, how great it really feels, 
When you blast banana peels! 
So smoke one with your baby and 
I'll guarantee 
That either now or later, 
You both will end up swinging 
naked, 
In the refrigerator—ai, ai, ai, ai! 


I, myself, have experimented with this 
jungle joy, using a mixture of banana 
peels and Sucaryl. I still saw visions, but 
they were much thinner, 

Sol Weinstein 
Levittown, Pennsylvania 

Writer Weinstein, whose best-selling 
“Loxfinger” first appeared in PLAYBOY, 
has been accused of mind-bending the 
world of high cuisine with the banana 
blintz: guaranteed to get you stoned and 
give you heartburn al the same time. 


HUNTER'S HORSE 
After reading the first installment of 4 
Horse's Head by Evan Hunter (PLAYBOY, 
July), I'm convinced his hero, Mullaney, 
is the Jogical successor to Bond, Flint, 
Alfie, ct al. While Mullaney hasn’t much 
in common with Eliot Ness, I'd sure like 
to play him when he makes the transi- 
tion to motion pictures. In fact, you 
could call it a labor of love. 
Robert Stack 
Los Angeles, California 


PLAYBOY GOTHIC 
I put this together one night—fiom a 
riaynoy gitefold and а Grant Wood 


Zn 
Im 


ME 


thought you might be 


print—and 

interested. 
Kelly Riordan 

Champaign, Illinois 

A nice combination of the traditional 


and the contemporary, Kelly. We hope 
Dolly Read, our May 1966 Playmate, 
doesn't object to being de-faced. 


BANK NOTE 
In Ukridge Starts a Bank Account 
(rrAYuov, July), Р. С. Wodehouse proves 
that age cannot wither him nor custom 
stale his infinite variety. The twists and 
turns of his story, with always another 
turn just when the reader thinks he has 
reached the final straightaway, indicate 
that Wodehouse still the old master, 
and more master than old. Edward 
Gorcy's illustration has precisely the right 
flavor—very British and all that, Con- 
gratulations to all involved. 
Richard Armour 
Claremont, Californ 


THE DIVINE DEMISE 
Mazel tow for Rabbi Richard Ruben- 

stein's July article, Judaism and the 
Death of God. As a Jew who is now an 
agnostichumanist, I welcome his views. 
They are a much more cogent explana- 
tion of my religious attitude than I could 
ever hope to give. 

Harold Gold 

Saint Louis, Missouri 


Rabbi Rubenstein's article was a wel- 
come addition to “God-is-dead” thought. 
As Rubenstein perceives, we are today in 
a grim position: No matter where we 
look, God is absent. The breakthrough 
will come, however, and I believe Ruben: 
stein’s nore that mysticism will rise again 
is tremendously insightful. We shall, fol- 
lowing Paul Tillich, onc day know the 
“God above God.” 

I feel more kinship with Rubenstein 
than with Hamilton or Altizer, doubtless 
because many of Rubenstei 
e my own and because we share the 
belief that ‘Tillich’s thought represents 
the only direction in which the future of 
theology сап go. I believe Rubenstein is 
ally as "conservative" in his tradi- 
а as I am in mine, if we mean by 
that word the conservation of dynamic 
faith and freedom that now lies trapped 
within a language no longer communi- 


concerns 


cating what it once expressed. I wish 
him Godspeed in his search for relevance 
within his tradition, and I thank PLAYBOY 


for bringing theological inquiry within its 

panorama of concerns—theology belongs 

in PLAYBOY as well as anywhere else, 
The Rev. Jay C. Rochelle 
Ascension Lutheran Church 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 


I have just read Rabbi Rubenst 

thought-provoking article, and one state 
ment particularly struck me: “ 
God theology arouses the fcar that there 
are no rules . . . that all that remains is 
for each individual to get away with 
what he can.” 

According 


to statistics quoted by 


The highest honors ever bestowed upon a man 
inspired Damon’s “Grande Décoration" ties and pocket squares. 


For the man with a sense of history anda deep feeling for tradition, 

Damon has designed tie and pocket square sets inspired by the world’s greatest 
accolades. This unusual collection is woven of the richest 

imported Italian silks in a wide range of deep tone to brilliant colorings. 

View Damon “Grande Décora and pocket square sets at America’s fine 
stores, or write Damon, 16 East 34th Street, New York, New York. 


From "The Renaissance Collection" by MON INTERNATIONAL 
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Perfect 
Playmates 


SONY SOLID STATE 250-A 


Sony adds an 
exciting new dimension 
to home entertainment 

for less than $149 50 


Now, from World-famous Sony, the perfect play- 
mate for your record player—the new Sony model 
250 solid state stereo tape recorder. With a sim- 
ple, instant connection to your record player you 
add the amazing versatility of four track stereo 
recording and playback to complete your home 
entertainment center. Create your own tapes 
from AM. FM or FM Stereo reccivers, or live 
from microphones—up to 6% hours of listening 
pleasure on one tape! This beautiful instrument 
is handsomely mounted in a low-profile walnut 
cabinet, complete with built-in stereo recording 
amplifiers and playback pre-amps, dual V.U. 
meters, automatic sentinel switch and all the other 
superb features you can always expect with a 
Sony. Allthe best from Sony for less than $149.50. 


For literature or name of nearest 
dealer write to Superscope, Inc., 
8152 Vineland Ave., Sun Valley, Calif. 


SON SUPERSCOPE 


Walter Kaufmann in The Faith 
Heretic, incidence of religious affi 
is at least 50 percent higher within 
prisons than it is in general society. “The 
avowed infidels and atheists [are] micro- 
scopic"—a curious fact, in light of current 
fears that the collapse of organized re- 
ligion will lead to universal immorality. 

John Cline 

FPO San Francisco, California 


of a 
ion 


As I began to read Rubenstein's Ju- 
daism and the Death. of God, 1 thought: 
“Here is this dreary old st from the 
19th Century again, though very well 
expressed. The personal father-God is no 
more than an obsolete myth, and human 
life is nothing except a trip from thc 
maternity ward to the crematorium, The 
best one can make of it is to wallow in 
the ‘tragic situation’ of being an intelli 
gent mapped in a 
mechanism." 

I wondered why theologians were so 
slow in catching on to 90th Century 
biology, ecology and physics, which show 
so clearly tha i n alien in this 
universe—that every im P 
expression and function of its total envi 
ronment and that, therefore, as apples 
show that their tree is an apple tree (a 
tree that "apples"), so people show that 
se that "peoples"—a 
veritable people tree. An intelligent. or- 
ganism cannot be a symptom of an 
unintelligent environment. 

But I was surprised and delighted 
Rubenstein's conclusion: that the politi- 
cal and monarchical model of God is not. 
the only option and that getting rid of 
it opens our minds to that inward and 
unknown “Ground of being" (Tillich's 
t is the God of the mystics. 
» readers unfamiliar with 
mystical literature might be misled by 
Rubenstein's description of this God as 
“nothingness.” The word "nothing" 
should be hyphenated—"no-thing"—for 
the Ground of being is not a thing. 
The God of the mystics is empty and void. 
in the same way that our суз and cars do 
not sce or hear themselves as sights or 
sounds. Thus, the apparent absence of 
your “self,” when you ty to pin it down, 
is the same sort of thing as the absence 
of God when you try to find Him/It as 
an identifiable force in the universe. 

Alan Watts, President 

The Society for Comparative 
Philosophy 

Sausalito, California 


person mindless 


is an 


we live in a ui 


Alter reading Judaism and the Death 
of God, it is clearer to me that what- 
man-has-ascribed-to-God is dead. No 
matter; the pity is that the God-isdead 
sced didn't germinate 2000 years 
‘Then there would have been 
cifixion, no Crusades, no Inqu 
ghettos, no Auschwitz, 


The first effort of every religion is to 
sell fear, Then the existence of a reli 
gious institution is justified by providing 
rituals, traditions and prophets to over- 
come that fear. Rabbi Rubenstein is still 
caught up in the first transaction: 

My hopes for man's salvation lie in 
those occasional giants—Bertrand Rus- 
sel Madalyn Murray, Eugene Debs, 
Lenny Bruce and Eric Holler, The Rev- 
erend Martin Luther King accurately 
observed that the churches have been 
shining taillights instead of headlights. 
If the keepers of religion would give us 
the freedom to be beter humans, rather 
than condemn us for being less than 
divine, we might doublesuoke the prog 
ress of civili 


ation with fewer handicaps. 
Mrs, Darwin D. Olsei 
San Diego, Californ 


АШ this twaddle about God's being 
dead is just a joke. The ideas men have 
held about God for centuries may be 
dead, but He is alive. All one has to do 
to see this is to look into the face ol 
human being. If you look with love in 
your heart, you'll see Gol—alive. 

K. S. Pickett 

Hemet, Californ 


SURFS UP 


1 was quite pleased 10 open the July 
PLAYBOY and sce the gi 
Ne 


work of LeRoy 
nan, in his Man at His Leiswe 
cout on our favorite sport, surfing. 
Support and recognition from your fine 
maga a step forward in our efforts 
to present surfing xs what it is—a clean 
organized sport. Thank you for publish- 
ing Neiman's indepth surfing scenes 
Richard W. Graham 
Editor and Publisher 
International Surfing 
Panorama City, Califor 


BEAUTIFUL BRAINWASHING 
Henry Slesar’s The Prisoner (т.лувоу 
July) is one of the most interesting short 
Stories you've ever published—and one of 
the most frightening. After the Kor 
War, U.S. figh 
training to counteract the brainwashing 
techniques used in Communist. POW 
camps. Unfortunately, those of us trained 
normal" brainwashing tech- 
niques might still be prey to the beautiful 
imprisonment pictured in Slesar's story 
Let's hope it never happens. 
Roy H. Blackmon, Jr. 
APO New York, New York 


an 


g men were 


SLANGUAGE 

The best way I can think of thanking 
William Iversen for his amusing article 
on linguistic development (A Little Chin 
Music, Profesor, eravmov, July) is to 
offer you a quote from my imaginary 
English, from an clection cam 
the year 2075, fully described in the final 
chapter of my justpublished book, The 
Many Hues of English: 


Thirst served. 


Beer after beer—the choicest product of the brewers’ art? Everywhere. 
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24820-766 is a sophocat who 
А thinks there ought to be heavy free 
a most pleasant experience rolls in every city lane! What hap- 


pens to your mercs if he's lec? Opt 
P li h for 71121301! A real prac, a real 


tc, and a real uni 

after shave... 
after shower... 
after hours... 


Professor Mario Pei 

Columbia University 

New York, New York 

Pei provides this rough paraphrase of 

his advanced English: “248-20-766 (no 

one has names in 2075, only numbers) is 

an ultvaliberal who thinks there should 

be lots of free moving sidewalks on city 

cross streets. What will happen to your 

money if he’s elected? Vote for 711-21-304 

—he's a practical man, an expert econo- 
mist and a real leader.” 


„ће ALL-PURPOSE MEN'S LOTION. 
packaged in redwood. $2.00, $3.50, 
$6.50, $10.00. 

Be sure your "fragrance wardrobe" 
includes ENGLISH LEATHERe....it'sthe. 
опе you'll reach for again and again. 


It is a pity that William Ixersen's bril- 
liant article could not fully discuss the 
colorful language of pidgin; for the lin- 
aftermath of the American in 
m Paris is no more dramatic than that of 
LOTION the Australian in the Territory of P: 
and New Guinea. In Papuan pid 
one of the two languages used in debates 
in the legislative assembly at Port Mores- 
by—anything that is no good. useless or 
otherwise disapproved of is shitaus. To 
А complete ш of EE pb une spoil something—or make it shitaus when 
«the SHAVIN $1 it had not previously been so—is to 
ке PRE SHAVE LAU UE bugerim up. Port Moresby must have one 
GIFT SETS in authentic redwood boxes, $3.00 to $10.00 of the few legislatures where politicians 
€ MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, N.J. come close to saying what they really 
mean. Asan example of how the language 
Тилак DETERMINES тисе TOUR ana. торку voscu актант awo итенә cuei. | approaches technological progress, the 
Papuan for "helicopter" is miksmaster- 
bilong-jisus-kraist. 


John Howard 
Canberra, Australia 


MICHAEL CAINE 
May I congratulate you for your out- 
standing interview with Michael Caine 
(PLAYBOY, July)? I certainly enjoyed the 
opportunity to get better acquainted 
with him—not only as a fine actor but as 
a human being. 
Douglas М. Carrington 
Great Lakes Naval 
Training Center, Ilinois 


I immensely enjoyed your interview. 
with supersexy Michael Caine, but he 
seemed to labor to establish the point 
that he isn't conceited. Come on, Mike, 
baby; with all you've got going for you, 
you have the right to be conceited 

Marilyn Connor 
Jacksonville, Florida 


Next time the guide tells you your wasted 
shot scared off the whole herd of eland, whip out 
your BAUER and put him down. On film. 


Your interview with Michael Caine was 
outstanding. However, I must disagree 
Bauer C2. World's most wanted suner 8 camera, with 1 Ea with Caine's caustic observation that 


electric eye, spectacular 840mm Schneider f1.8 T ple who experiment with 
zoom lens, oversize aerial type viewfinder, luxury many young people who exp 
drugs are weak and that a man loses 


features galore. Under $2607. Other cameras, projectors 
from under $50*. Write for brochure. the right to the title of a man as soon 
Allied Impex Corp., 300 Park Ave. South, New York, j < « sana 
0010 5 as he takes drugs. Certainly, a majority 
of young people who experiment with 


n. Y. 10010. 5 
You're one up with BAUER? The class name in super-8 movie making. J 


Most guys leave the office at 5:15. 
You know the cleaning lady by her first name. 
You've got style. 


Your favorite author is J. Paul Getty. Your favorite pastime is '"Clothesmanship, " back-to-campus wardrobe guide, write 
burning the midnight oil. And your favorite suit is the one Cricketeer, a division of The Joseph & Feiss Co., 
you're wearing: a rich, natural shoulder, double-breasted 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, New York. 


chalk-stripe executive number by Cricketeer with side vents. e 
АП wool worsted, about $75.00. For free copy of CRICKETEER 
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WHICH OF THESE BOOKS HAVE YOU 


314. THE PLOT £y 
IRVING WALLACE 
(Ret. price $695) 


3777 


типан 
Capote 
291. IN COLD 
BLOOD $y 


TRUMAN CAPOTE 
(Ret. price 52.92) 


365, CHICKEN 
INSPECTOR NO. 23 
Ey S J. PERELMAN 
(Ret. price $4.95) 


326. THE MASK 
OF APOLLO by 
MARY RENAULT 
(Ret, price $5.95) 


278. A THOUSAND. 
DAYS Ёз ARTHUR M. 
SCHLESINGER, JR. 
(Retail price $9) 


AE HOTCHNER! 


а 
Hemingway 


126. PAPA 
HEMINGWAY 

А Personal Memoir 
By ^. E. HOTCHNER 
Photographs 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


SECRET 
E op SANTA 


VITTORIA | 


[2777] 


327. THE SECRET 
OF SANTA VITTORIA 


346, MADAME 
SARAH Ау 


Бу ROBERT CRICHTON CORNELIA OTIS 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


351. THE GROUCHO. 
LETTERS: Letters from 
and to Groucho Marx 
(er. price $4.95) 


355. PAPER LION 
by GEORGE 
PLIMPTON. Photos 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


E THE 
j| BIRDS 
FALL 


325. THE BIRDS 
FALL DOWN by 
REBECCA WEST 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


279. KENNEOY 
by THEODORE 
C. SORENSEN 
(Retail price $10) 


туж 
НІЅТОКҮ 


AMERICAN 


PEOPLE 


San 
y 


Morison 


234. THE OXFORD 
HISTORY OF THE 

AMERICAN PEOPLE 
by SAMUEL ELIOT 


MORISON. Illustrated 


(Ret. price $12.50) 


SKINNER- Photos 
(Ret. price $695) 


258. A HISTORY 
F THE JEWS 
by ABRAM LEON 
SACHAR 


(Ret. price $7.95) 
— 


235. THE SOURCE 
by JAMES 4. 

MICHENER. Illus. 
Ret. peice $795) 


by N. Amosoff 


313. THE OPEN 
HEART by 

N. AMOSOFF 
(Ret. price $4.95) 


340. EVERYTHING 
BUT MONEY by 
SAM LEVENSON 
(Ret. price $4.95) 


BORIS PASTERNAK 


Doctor 
Zhivago 


102. оостов 
ZHIVAGO by 

BORIS PASTERNAK 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


| Games People Play 
fiy Erie Fern M D. 


343. CANES 
PEOPLE PLAY by 

ERIC BERNE, M.D, 
(Retail price $5) 


110. THE LAST. 
BATTLE D. 
CORNELIUS RYAN 
Photos and maps 
(Ret. price $7.50) 


Е, 
LETTERS 
1930-1939 


368. HAFOLO 
NICOLSON: DIARIES. 
ANO LETTERS 1930-39 
Vol. 1. Edited by 
NIGEL NICOLSON 
Photographs 

(Ret, price $7.50) 


203. UP THE 
DOWN STAIRCASE 
EY BEL KAUFMAN 
(Ret. price 5195) 


| 


эму 


286. THE WHITE 
HOUSE AND ITS 
THIRTY-FOUR, 
FAMILIES 2). ANY 
IA FOLLETTE 


JENSEN, Illustrated 
(Ret. price $12.50) 


e House 
пту nim 
ишт 


"m. 


= 


| Three Ways of 
Asian Wisdom 


| Nancy Wilson Ress 


356. THREE WAYS 
OF ASIAN WISOOM 
by NANCY WILSON 
ROSS, Illustrated 
(Ret. price $7.50) 


ae 


345. HANDS он 
THE PAST: Pioneer 
Archaeologists Tell 
Their Own Story. E2. by 
CW. CERAM. Illus. 
(Ret, price $8.95) 


185, STONEHENGE 
OECODEO 5 
GERALD 5. HAWKINS 
ит JOHN b. WHITE 
Mustrated 

(Ret, price $5.95) 


448. АВПАНАМ _ 
LINCOLN: The Prairie 
Years AND The War 
Years I» CARL 
SANDBURG. I-vol. 
edition. Illustrated 
(Ret. price $7.50) 


369. HAROLO 
NICOLSON. THE WAR 
YEARS 1939-45, 
Vol. П. Edid by 
NIGEL NICOLSON 
Photographs 

(Ret. price $8.50) 


487. THE SHORT 
‘STORIES OF ERNEST 
HEMINGWAY 
(Retail price 56) 


GIBBONS 
THE 
DECLINE 
AND FALL 
f OFTHE 
ROMAN 
i EMPIRE 


DMLOW 


443. THE DECLINE 
ANO FALL OF THE 
ROMAN EMPIRE $y 
EDWARD GIBBON 
Tol. abridgment 
by D. M. Low 
(Retail price $8) 


PROMISED YOURSELF TO READ? 


116. DISRAELI Ey 
KOBERT BLAKE 
Illustrated 

(Ret. price $12.50) 


371. THE CHINESE 
LOOKING GLASS 00 
DENNIS BLOODWONTH GWYN GIFEN 


370. AN OPERATIONAL 373. NIGHT FALLS 

NECESSITY by ON THE CITY by 
SARAH GAINHAM 

(Ret. price $5.95) (Ret price $7.95) 


(Ret. price $695) (Ret. price $6.9" 


OLE IN A SHORT 
EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP 
IN THE 


Book-of-the-Month Club 


CHOOSE ANY THREE 
the books on these СС 


FOR ONLY $] 


THE SUGGESTED TRIAL: Simply agree to buy three 
additional Club Selections or Alternates within a year 


BOOK-DIVIDENDS: A library-building plan 
every reading family should know about 


HE EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP suggested here will not only prove, 

by your own actual experience, how effectually membership in the Book- 
of-the-Month Club can keep you from missing, through oversight or 
overbusyness, books you fully intend to read; it will also demonstrate another 
important advantage: Book-Dividends. Through this unique profit-sharing 
system members can regularly receive valuable library volumes—at a small 
fraction of their price—simply by buying books they would buy anyway. 

If you continue after this experimental membership, you will earn, for 
every Club Selection or Alternate you buy, a Book-Dividend Credit. Each 
Credit, upon payment of a nominal sum, often only $1.00 or $1.50—some. 
what more for unusually expensive volumes or sets—will entitle you to a 
Book-Dividend which you may choose from over a hundred fine library vol- 
umes whose retail prices now average $7. This is probably the most economical 
means ever devised for building a well-rounded personal library. Since its 
inauguration, $401,000,000 worth of books (retail value) has been re- 
ceived by Book-of-the-Month Club members through this unique plan. 


BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc., 345 Hudson Street, New York, N.Y. 10014 


366. THE THOUSAND 
HOUR OAY 
Dy W. 5. KUNICZAK 


DUTH 
AMERICA 


431. THE RISE 348. INSIDE SOUTH 
ANOFALLOFTHE AMERICA) JOHN 
THIRD REICH by GUNTHER. Maps 
WILUAM L. SHIRER (Ret, price 57.95) 


(Ret price $12.50) 


231. COMPLETE 189. THE Ni 
POEMS OF ‘OXFORO BOOK DF 
ROBERT FROST ENGLISH VERSE 
(Retail price $8) (Ref. price $7.50) 


T 
US 
[e 
347. THE CAPTAIN 


by JAN DE HARTOG 
(Ret. price $5.95) 


MODERN 
AMERICAN 
USAGE 


311. MODERN 
‘AMERICAN USAGE 
A Guide by 


WILSON FOLLETT 
(Retail price $7.50) 


152. BARTLETT'S 


м 
QUOTATIONS 
13th edition 
(Retail price $10) 


311. ESDUIRE PARTY 
BOOK £o rhe eprrORS 
OF ESQUIRE 
Mustrated 

Ret. price $6.95) 


алон лыы 


534. THE AMATEUR 
PHOTOGRAPHER'S 
HANDBOOK by 
AARON SUSSMAN 
Mlusteared 


(Ret. price $5.95 
(Ret. price › 19 
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IS HAPPENING 
IN AMERICA 


When people get hold of the most mixable, hoistable, 
enjoyable taste in scotch whisky, they stay with it. 
= It happened in modern England (where Haig 
has been the largest-selling scotch for the 
last 25 years). And now it's happening here. 
= Why Haig of all scotches? Maybe because the 
House of Haig, world’s oldest distiller of scotch whisky, 
has been at it since 1627. They've had the time to 
get the rignt taste and the talent to keep it up to date. 
= It is this taste that can now happen to you. 
Once it does, we think you'll stay with it. Don’t be vague...ask for Haig. 


BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86 PROOF • RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y. 


hallucinogenic drugs are only after kicks; 
but Caine is far afield when he damns the 
whole psychedelic subculture. He forgets 
that there are many mature, stable indi- 
viduals who use such drugs not to escape 
from reality but to expand their appre- 
ciation of reality. 


Richard Peterson 
Batavia, New York 


LAUGH LINES 
Laughs, Etc, by James Leo Herlihy 

(втлувоү, July), was designated fiction— 
but it seems more fact than fabrication. 
It perfectly brought out the viciousness, 
cuelty and phoniness that are all too 
present in today’s society. People like 
Gloria of the barren marriage" can be 
found on every city block. Gloria's story 
has probably been told a thousand times 
in veal life, but Herlihy told it best. Cow- 
gratulations to him for writing it and to 
vou for publishing it 

John Wahl 

APO New York, New York. 


SURE THINGS 

I enjoyed reading Howard Margolis’ 
article, Sure Things. It was very 
p. But much to my dismay, 
everyone I spoke to who was willing to 
wager ou Margolis’ puzzles had already 
seen his article. You can't win them all, 
1 guess. 

H s one Margolis missed. I'd be 
willing to give odds against a quick solu- 
You have $100 in your pocket and 
е decided to take 100 friends to the 
movies. The price of admission for males 
is five dollars; females, two dollars; and 
children, 50 cents. You must take 100 
people—no more and no fewer—with at 
least опе man, one woman and one child. 
How many of each should you take? 

Jeffrey Bobier 
Columbus, Ohio 

We'd take just one of the girls and 
split for a weekend. However: If, by 
“taking” 100 people, it’s assumed you 
must accompany them and buy a ticket 
Jor yourself (making a total of 101 movie- 
goers), then there азе at least ten solu- 
tons, ranging from 1 guy, 30 girls and 
70 kids to 10 guys, 3 girls and 88 kids. 
If you don’t buy a ticket for yourself 
(making a total of 100 moviegoers), the 
problem can't be solved. 


entei 


tior 


you 


Here's another betting game for men 
who like lo win. Deal 25 cards out on 
the table—or let your pigeon deal them 
Bet him that you can make five pat five- 
card poker hands (flush, full house or 
ght) out of the 25 cards. You should 
be able to get odds. Then go to it. Its 
quite simple. In fact, it will work almost 
every time. The best approach is to ar- 
range the cards in suits, then set aside all 
the flushes—there will be at least two 
and perhaps as many as five. With the 


Which shoe for you? 


One’s leather. 
One’s better. 
Better because it never 
needs breaking in. 
Better because it holds 
its shape. Wipes to a 
shine. Repels weather. 
And best of all, it looks 
and feels better longer. 
The shoe for you is on 
the right. It’s made of 
Aztran—the amazing 
new poromeric 
material by 
B.EGoodrich. Look 
for it in shoes made by 
quality manufacturers. 


AZ[RAN" 


by B.RGoodrich 
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nothing 
about 
kaywoodie 
IS 
ordinary 


Precious, aged briar, hand- 
picked from hundreds of burls, 
is hand-worked, hand-rubbed 
tothe soft rich finishthatmakes 
it exclusively Kaywoodie. 

A special rubber bit is hand- 
turned, hand-fitted to feel just 
right in your mouth. Then the 
Drinkless Fitment that con- 
denses moisture, trapstars and 
irritants is added. 

Small wonder it looks, 
smokes like no ordinary pipe. 
Always mild, dry, full flavored. 
There's just no other pipe 
quite like Kaywoodie. 


KAYWOODIE 


Send 256 for 48-poge catalog. Tells ho 
pipe; shows pipes from $6.95 to $3.50 
Tobacco smokingitens. Kayzeoodic, N.Y. 


cards left over, make straights and full 
houses. If the five pat hands don't show 
up, try again by rearranging the same 
cards. The odds are strongly in your 
favor. 


Steve Dimond. 
Brooklandville, Maryland 


I've subscribed to PLAYBOY for several 
years—with enjoyment and with ap- 
preciation for your good taste and. your 
forthright opinions on controversial sub- 
jects. As а mathematician, 1 especially 
enjoyed Margolis’ Sure Things. However, 
I would like to point out an implied 
problems. The 


one of the 
sixth. puzzler concerned drilling а hole 
through the center of a sphere and de- 
termining the volume of the sphere re- 
maining, where the length of the hole 
(L) is known 10 be six inches, You cor- 
rectly give the answer as 36 =. But then 
you say: “The solution 10 the problem is 
always the same: the square of the 


eror in 


length of the hole times = cubic inches. 
This is not truc 


The correct formula is 
L*, which reduces to 
L? only if L= 6. A person attempting 
to modify the problem according to your 
formula would anive at a wrong answer 
and lose his bet. 

Ralph W. Ball, Chairman 

Department of Mathematics 

New Mexico Institute of 


Mining and Technology 
Socorro. New Mexico 
Our explanation would have been 


clearer had we phrased it: “The solution 
to the problem ix always the same for a 
six-inch hole, no matter what the size of 
the sphere.” Reader Ball is correct in his 
neral formula 


PLAYBOY IN POLAND 

1 think your readers will be interested 
in this description of what praynoy can 
mean to someone on the other side of the 
Iron Curtain. as reported by David Hal- 
berstam, Pulitzer Prize-winning foreign 
correspondent, im an article entitled 
“Love, Life, and Selling Qut in Poland." 
in the July 1967 issue of Harper's 
magazine 


Elzbieta and 1 had gone through 
a particularly difficult time. long 
and painful, before we were finally 
granted permission to marry. After- 
ward 1 sought out a brilliant. intel- 
lectual who had remained a friend 
during the worst part of it. and said 
there was something I would like to 
do for him. What would it be: 
whiskey, books? 

rrAYBOY, he said. 

PLAYHOY? I asked. 

A subscription to rravsoy, could 
you do that? It’s the most important 
magazine there is. 

I said I wasn't sure: vine 
subscription certainly, but he was an 
intellectual. There were Commen- 


a maj 


tay, Encounter, Esquire, Harper’ 
But rravsov, if you were in 
America. . - 

But you don't understand how im- 
portant PLAYBOY is, he said. It is for 
us the greatest American export in 
the world. For us it is the good life. 
The boy, the girl, the pad, with fancy 
lighting and sports car. The wine 
boule, hall-empty. then the lights 
out. The pinup girls, But are they 
pinup girls? No, not at all, they are 
secretaries, girls next door, and, 
miracle, they are taking off their 
thes, all of them, Your secretary is 
taking off all her clothes. 

But America, I said. is not really 
like that. The girls who lived next 
door to те... . 

Ah, you don't 
cause you are ап 


understand be 
American. Here it 
doesn't matter if all American men 
are not Hemingway heroes; 
matters is that we think they are, It 
that all American 
men don't live like rravaoy 
at matters is that we 
think they do, For us praynoy is the 
symbol of your good life. 


what 


doesn't matter 


Elwood Hartford 
м York, New York 


Besides having the layout of the Mo 
nopoly board fouled up (the house on 


m Avenue seems out ої 
place, Park Place is where Luxury Tax 
ought to be, etc), cartoonist Rowland 


Wilson (rravsov, July) should know that 


о ово 
TONG ODODE JN 


a hotel on Boardwalk un- 
ve four houses оц Park Place. 


you can't have 
less you 1 
Please be more careful about things that 
really count 
Roy Smith 
San Francisco, California 
We've sent our cartoonist directly 16 
Jail—without passing Со and without 


collecting $200. 


No Scotch 
improves 
the flavour 
of water. 
like f 
Teacher's 


About 4 a fifth 
Prices may vary according to state and local taxes. 
паеа Scotch Whisky • 86 Proof + ©. 
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Revlon's great gift 
to 20^ Century Man 
may be his hair 


Look for a man who says he doesn't care about The remarkable anti-dandruff agent that it con- 
his hair. And you'll probably find a man who tains has been combined with a fine, non-greasy 
isn’t telling you the truth. Because of this univer- hairdressing. A hairdressing any man would 


sal maleconcern, Revlon scientists 
have worked for years to improve 
the condition of the hair and scalp. 
And now, the announcement can 
be made of a remarkable discov- 
ery. A unique medical agent com- 
bined with a method of treatment 
that truly alleviates dandruff. 

New ZP"! Anti-Dandruff 
Hairdressing. A hairdressing cre- 
ated by the laboratories of Revlon, 
that doctors report has brought 
actual, visible results in 3 out of 
every 4 cases tested. 

Will ZP" positively work 
for you? The odds are all in your 
favor. Eminent dermatologists 
have tested ZP!! on hundreds of 
dandruff cases, both simple and 
severe. ZP" was the answer in 3 
out of every 4 cases tested. After 
regular use of ZP!, even severe 


enjoy using daily. And regular use 
is the key. ZP!! succeeds because 
medication stays on your scalp day 
after day. None is lost, as in wash- 
away shampoos. 

How soon could ZP!! work 
for you? Doctors noted that in 
most cases, maximum benefits 
were obtained in from one to three 
weeks. And once your dandruff is 
under control, ZP!! can actually 
keep it under control indefinitely. 

Even if itcouldn't doa thing 
about dandruff, you'd like what 
ZP!! does for your looks. It’s a 
pleasantly unobtrusive,non-greasy 
cream hairdressing with 
a fresh, clean masculine 
scent. And while it holds 
your hair, new ZP!! works 
on dandruff che way no 
weekly shampoo ever can. 


па 


{= 
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cases of flaking, scaling, itching, burning and Find out about ZP!!, the first Anti- 
crusting were under control. Dandruff Hairdressing. It's guaranteed 
Why is ZP'! so successful? Because it is Бу the Men's Division of the world 

24 the first continuous action anti-dandruff formula. renowned Revlon Research Laboratories. ~ 
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ter successive waves of Negro jokes. 

Polish jokes, Italian jokes and—since 
the recent skirmish in the Middle 
Jewish and Arab joke almost 
inevitable thar these harassed minorities 
would retaliate. The word is that a clever 
and anonymous cartel of Negroes, Poles, 
ns, Jews and Arabs has pooled its 
tive talents to produce the last word 
in ethnic humor: WASP jokes. Like its 
irreverent forebears, the WASP joke (the 
acronym, for these who just got off the 
Greyhound, signifies “White Anglo-Saxon 
Proiesiant”) pokes fun at the peculiarities 
real and imagined—that characterize 
the WASP. These would include his 
innate predilection toward big busines: 
Q— What do you call six. WASPS siu 
around a conference table? A— Price fix- 
i: Q—Whar is the WASP version. of 
the Holy Trinity? A—General Motors, 
Ford and Chrysler: Q—What do you ger 
when you cross а WASP with а chimpan- 
ve? AA three-feerhigh blond company 
president, Or his reading habits: Q— 
How do you keep a WASP uninformed? 
A—Hide his copy of Reader's Digest: Q 
—How do you keep him misinformed? 
Find it for him; Q—How do you tell. 
a WASP a nudc party? A—He's thc 
one reading The Wall Street Journal. 
Or even his politics: Q—What does a 
WASP consider the chief injustice in the 
world? A—Earl Warren: Q—Name a 
WASP war hero. A—General Franco: 
Q—What is the WASP's favorite tree? 
\— Birch; Q—Why do WASPs fear sun- 
burn? A—Bener dead than red. 

His putative ethnic narrow-mindedness 
is a rich vein: Q—What do you call 144 
WASPS? A-—Gross bigotry; Q—What do 
you call а WASP who lets his daughter 
marry a Jew? A--Broke; Q—What do 
you call a WASP in Alabama with a 
Jewish name? A—Lonely; Q—Why do 
WASPs prefer to belong to private coun 
uy clubs? A—It's their final solution to 
the Jewish Problem, And his lack of love 
for his Negro brethren is а veritable 
mother lode; Q—What do vou call a 
WASP with a Negro roommate? A—A 
jailbird: Q—What’s the WASP version of 
black power? A—50 Negroes pulling a 
barge up the Mississippi; Q—Name the 


asi— 


two Negroes whom WASPs most admire. 
A—Aunt Jemima and Uncle Ben; Q— 
What is an Alabama WASP's version of 
The Late Shou A jury taking more 
than five minutes to find a Negro guilty: 
Q—Give two reasons WASPs drop out ol 
college. A— James Meredith and. Auther 
ine Lucy: Q— What do you call a WASP 
in Watts? АА сор: Q—What do you 
call а WASP who has a Negro Гог din- 
ner? A—A cannibal; Q—What's a WASP 
dove in Alabama? A—Somcone who calls 
for a һай ro the bombing of Negro 
churches; Q—What do you call a Misis- 
sippi WASP who participates in а lynch- 


ing? А-А social climber 
The WASP's physical frailty is also 
fair game: Q—How many WASPs does 


take то convict a Southern Negro of sim- 
ple asaul? A—24: 12 to beat him up 
and another 12 to find him guilty; Q— 
What do you call a WASP prize fighter? 
A—Lousy. So is his religion: Q—How 
сав you rell a WASP prostitute? A— 
a Bible next to her bed; Q— 
How сар you make а WASP give up his 
religion? A—Integrate his church. And 
his lackluster sex life: Q—What do you 
call it when a prostitute services a WASP 
client? A—The naked and the dead; Q— 
What happens when a WASP couple get 
te know each other well? A— Divorce 
His inredeemable squareness rounds out 
our sampling with suitable WASPish- 
ness: Q—How do you break a WASP's 
hear? A—Catch Pat Boone and Kate 
Smith at a pot party. And how does a 
WASP tum on, tune in and drop ош? 
He falls asleep in front of his TV. 

Sign of the times spotted behind. the 
counter at a café in Charleroic, Belgium: 
COFFEE—FIVE FRANCS. REAL COFFEE— 
SEVEN FRANCS 


Ариу vclept secretary of the California 
Committee on Therapeutic Abortion: 
Mrs. Walter Studhalter. 

Our Blithe Spirit of the Month Award 
goes to the Jate James McMillan Gibson 
of York, Maine, who ordered that a “big 
party" be held after his funeral to pre- 


vent prolonged mourning, and further 
requested that he be buried under two 
27-inch-high champagne bottles of gran- 
ite (Bollinger Estra Quality Brut) in 
place of the usual tombstone. Our Party 
Pooper of the Month Award gocs 
to the citizens of York who forced the 
custodian of the graveyard to betray Gib- 
son's will and remove the two bottles. 
Gibson—a former aide to then-Secretary 
of State Edward Stettinius—should have 
protected his bacchanalian burial mound, 
we suggest, With some sort of spooky and 
threatening incantations. An adaptation 
of Shakespeare might have done the wick: 
“Good friend for Jesu's sake forebeare/ 
То dig the dust enclosed here/Blest be 
the man that heeds my cues/And curst 
be he that moves my booze 


Calling it “a somber sexual tragedy." 
the London Times reported the refusal 
of specially imported Portuguese stud 
oysters to breed with Blighty-born bi- 
valves. Result: Oysters were going for 
55.25 a dozen in London restaurants 
in-charm" studio for men 
in San Francisco, which, a correspondent 
swears, “guarantees to make a bum out 
о! you in 30 days or refund your money.” 

Cuckoldry Department, Geriatric Divi- 
sion: “Trouble with your spouse coming 
home late, or not at asked a person- 
al ad in the Columbia, South Carolina, 
State. “Confidential investigators lor con 
fidential investigations. Special discount 
years of age 


There's an 


if spouse over 


“WERE TODAY. HERE TOMORROW" is the 
apropos headline of a column in the 
prison paper at the Rawlins, Wyoming. 
state penitentiary, 


Medical science may haye inadvertently 
fallen upon verification of the old adage 
about leading a horse to water, etc. Scar- 
ing ourself the other day by reading an 
article about tobacco and cancer, in 
Medical World News, we came upon the 
following straightfaced comment. "Dur- 
ing experiments on homes at Roswell 
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Park Memorial Institute in Buffalo, it 
was found that while they could be given 
cigarettes, they could not be made ıo 
smoke. This was a severe disappoint- 
We've read a lot about how tl 
age of specialization has narrowed the 
breadth of human knowledge. but we nev 
er would have suspected that the Roswell 
researchers could have been so ignorant 
of the old saw as to feel surprised regret 
when they discovered that their spedi- 
mens from Marlboro country failed to 
light up. Apparently, at Roswell Park, 
they haven't even heard of horse sense. 
Mysterious East Department: A sign on 
a Kyoto street reads, you Tourists IN 
KYOTO. THE ALLURE OF CARING YOUR 
COMPANY IN THE EVENING AWAITS YOU AT 
STREET CORNER. TURN DOWN THE 
'ROPOSAL TO KEEP AWAY FROM AWFUL 
XVERIENCE, KYOTO PREFECTURAL POLICE 
HEADQUARTERS, 


To Whom Iı May Concern, from an 
announcement in the Los Angeles Times: 
“Lovely private home for dignified re- 
spectable unwed mothers. АШ matters 
confidential. References required.” 


A restaurant in the Bahamas, accord- 
ing to the Keuering-Oakwood, Ohio. 
Times, offers worried. executives a drink 
called "business оп the rocks." 

Auention, AS.P.C.A., Aviary Branch: 
A recent issue of Field and Stream ran 
an advertisement. from the Marsh. Quail 
Company of Garden Grove, California, 
extolling the joys of “laying quail—for 
profit and pleasure." 

Our man in England reports that 
among the unclaimed los property 
offered at a policestation auction in 
dift, Wales, were six baby carriages, 
à artificial leg, the lower half of a 
ilor's dummy and 60 brassieres. 
Chicago's Paul Bunyan restaurant is 
strategically located directly across the 
street from the Dr. Scholl’s foot-comfort 
factory, 


Tom Keating, Defensive Tackle for the Oakland Raiders, goes for non-greasy Dep for Men 


Tom Keating just had his hair styled. Equestrians take note: A cla: 


0 . in the Hillsborough (California) Bou- 
Wanna make something out of it? mê асн Gin OE fi D eec 
woman trained in European equitation 
who will “exercise your horse for the 
At 250 Ibs. Tom's no sissy. But he gets his hair styled. Because if dD | pleasure of a mount.” 
Tom’s hair is shaped to fit his face, he looks slimmer, Here's how it 
works. First, Tom’s stylist shampoos his hair. Then he shapes it wet, 
leaving the sides a little long, and adding some height. Finally, he 
styles it with Dep for Men, a clear, non-greasy gel, and adds a shot of 
Dep for Men Hair Spray to hold the line. All Tom has to do to keep 
this neat look is use Dep for Men each 
morning. How about you? Why not try a (ij 
styling job? And don't forget the Dep. 


Dep for Men Gel is available in both yc 
Regular and new Dry Hair formulas. 


fied ad 


Reader response to our May list of 
terms for describing in a manner perti- 
nent to that position a man's loss of job 
has inspired us to offer a few more of the 
same. Why shouldn't aging cowboys, for 
example, be deranged? And why can't 
fishermen who cast lines out of season be 
summarily debaited? For the same rea- 
son, we suppose, that railway porters 


GOLIST FS COUGAR 


1 — 100 chances to win A Sersaticnat 
Mercuy COUGAR ‘Sportscar Fully Equipped and 
complete with all deluxe accessories 


ла Prize- 100 Elegant, FullLength MINK COATS. 
Castors de: 
Hy Fishman Furs of New York, 


Over 10,000 Chances To Win an The Longines Sympnenette's Кем EOLDEN COUGAR SWEEPSTAKES. 


You've seen the “tricky” ads in this and other publications: Get 10 records FREE 
they say. Then in smaller print, if you agree to buy 10 or 11 more in just one year. 
They give you your choice of from 30 to 90 records....and that is not free choice, for 
the Schwann Catalog lists more than 30,000 long-play records now available to you 
The extra records you have to buy no matter what choice is offered you are part of 
the "trick". More records you really don't want. And did you ever try to turn down a 
record club selection of the month? It's tough—and you have to move fast. This kind 


of club forces you to buy records you don't want. 


THERE IS A BETTER WAY: The Longines Symphonette New Citadel Club gives you 
a huge "Discount Record Store" in your own home...acts like a “record buyers 


cooperative", 


The honest sincere CITADEL CLUB way is quite simple. There are no 
hidden contracts, no obligation to buy any records at all, and you 
have your FREE choice of any record available today at discounts of 
up to 55%, with a minimum of 35% guaranteed. Here's how easy it is 
to start saving on the records you buy: 


What do you prefer? Popular? Classical? Broadway Show? Rock 
and roll? Movie or TV themes? Order Herb Alpert, Barbra Streisand, 
Robert Goulet, Dean Martin, Frank Sinatra, Herman s Hermits, any 
original Broadway Cast... you name it, if it's in print, you have it at a 
guaranteed 35% off manufacturers’ list price... often as hign as 55%. 
Even includes imported labels and hard-to-find specialties. 


Q ORDS AT ALL! Buy 
as many or as few records as you need—recoros of your cnoice! 


C. Any record that passes our inspection team 
and is imperfect, is replaced without additional cost to you. 


TYPICAL CITADEL RECORD CLUB SUPER-BARGAINS 

Normal | Citadel Normat | Citadel 
List | Special List 

Pertormer 

HERB ALPERT AND 
THE TIJUANA BRASS | 

BARBRA STREISAND | 209 | 

THE NONKEES 

HARRY BELAFONTE 

‘LEONARD BERNSTEIN 


Performer 
FRANK SINATRA 


ERICH LEINSDORF 


RAMSEY LEWIS МАТ KING COLE 

BOBBY DARIN. EDDY ARNOLD. 
'ONY BENNETT HENRY MANCINI 
DUNT BASIE GUY LOMBARDO - 

STAN GETZ ROLLING STONES. 


7 You may have already WON in The Longines Symphonette's 


ned ard personalized by the Гато 


E IN A 3! Your orders filled promptly 
mostly within 24 hours. The festest service in the industry. 


j TW OKS! As a member you get the 
famous SCHWANN catalog which lists more than 30,000 long-play 
records now available. Same book used by the biggest stores...tells 
you the manufacturers’ suggested prices and other information. And 
you get мо BONUS BIG BOOK CATALOGS listing special bargains 
and current top sellers. All FREE with your membership. 
MONE к" 1 F In 
order to introduce you to the tremendous advantages of member- 
ship in The Citadel Record Club, we invite you to accept a three- 
month trial for just $1. And—we will even give you a Record Bonus 
Certificate worth $1 toward your first purchase ...just like a FREE 
trial. AND — we'll even bill you later for the small $1 fee, Remember— 
every Citadel Club membership is for the entire family. Your children 
сап order and save, Any member of your family can order records . 
and save. But—try us out. Mail the card or coupon for the special 
three-month trial for only $ 


(9 CITADEL RECORD CLUB 


Symphonelte Square, Larchmont, N.Y. 10538 


Enroll me in the club for all the privileges described in the advertise- 
ment. | get FREE kit including SCHWANN catalog plus two bonus big 
books, ГАМ NOT OBLIGATED TO BUY ANY RECORDS... bul save up 
to 55% оп those I really want, ary artist, ary label. Bill me for the $1 
trial membership and send the $1 Record Borus Certificate which | 
сап Use toward my first purchase. 

r. 


M 
NAME C] Miss 
ADDRESS. 
env. 2 STATE. 7 


Ou GEE 760018 | 
C NO-Do not епгсП me but tell me И 1 have won. | have copied | 
umber from ard bound in ths Magazine 
Number 
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HELP 


STAMP OUT 
_ FAT POCKETS 


i — — 


IS HERE 


p s 
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EK brings on Super Skinny: 

the billfold so slim it won't show 

up no matter where you pocket it. 

Yet Super Skinny holds everything a fat wallet 

does. Cards and credentials slip into the flip-through 
plastic case without the divulge of a single bulge. 

Say so long fat pockets, hello Super Skinny in black or 
brown leather. $5 to $35. You might know it would be from 


Enger Kress of West Bend, Wisconsin, fine leather crafters since 1885. 


Get everything organized with 
EK everylhing: bilifolds, French 
purses, clutches and wallets, cases 
and kits and more at all fine stores. 


E; 


aren't derided for misplacing baggage, 
or conductors derailed for shortchanging 
passengers. Nevertheless, we feel that 
deceitful insurance brokers should be dis- 
claimed and sticky-fingered blackjack 
dealers discarded. Dishonest waffic-court 
judges, furthermore, should be defined, 
and any CIA man caught financing the 
publication of Ramparts would have to 
be decoded. A careless dressmaker ought 
to be depleated and an overweight model 
should certainly be deposed. But we'd 
feel rather sorry for a pregnant prostitute: 
She'd have to be delayed. 


Untold Human Interest Story of the 
Month: On New York's West Third 
Street, scrawled. beneath a recruiting 
poster declaring that THE MARINE CORY 
monos MEN, we spied the plaintive 
graffito, “Then build onc for me. Магу 
Јо Wzybick 


Double Standard Department, Postal 
Division: On behalf of a client charged 
an obscene publ 
1s, а Norfolk, Virginia, 
lawyer called the Justice Department 
and asked to view а copy of the salacious 
document. According to the Norfolk 
Ledger Stay, the offending material ar- 
rived a few days later—by mail. 


THEATER 


Peter Ustinov is the diletante's Da 
Vind, a dazzling dabbler in most of the 
popular arts. In The Unknown Soldier and 
His Wife, he attempts а tragicomic epic 
about war and peace. How much more 
ambitious can you be? How much farther 
can vou fall if vou fail? The odd thing is 
that even in failure—and his new play is 
a failure—there are moments, particularly 
when the author stops acting pompous 
and begins attacking pomposity. His 
funniest invention is a prototypal Nazi- 
ish character named Inventor, who mar- 
kets war wares through the centuries. As 
played fiendishly by Second City’s Bob 
Dishy with a word-crunching German 
vaudeville accent, he is а panic. Most of 
the other characters are a trial: the un 
known soldier (Christopher Walken), who 
gets chopped up in every battle; the 
unknown soldier's wife (Melissa C. Mur- 
phy), who gets knocked up before every 
battle: the archbishop (Howard Da Silva), 
who talks like a fortune cookie (^I will 
plant seeds in your mind which will 
blossom into а harvest”). Fortunately, the 
actors are several curs above their parts 
Brian Bedford, for one, plays generals, 
Kings, dukes, a battalion of misguided 
w kers, and cach is а completely 
individual impersonation. But too much 
of the play is bombast. By the second 
war, one gets the message: War is hell, 
especially for the fall guy. The ambitious 


If you like 
beer a lot, you'll ue 
Country Club а 


Because 
it is. 
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The Spirit of Grand Marnier 


tantalizing . .. captivating . . . its delightful bouquet . . . 

cious flavour...help make memorable moments E 
Marnier from France is held in esteem by the world's leading 
chefs... Parisians love their quaint crepes Suzette stands... 
sprinkle Grand Marnier liberally on crepes. Enjoy the taste of 
Grand Marnier in cocktails, great recipes or in a snitter after 
dinner... it has spirit! Write for our free recipe booklet. 

IMPORTED FRON FRANGE/ MADE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANDY /80 PROOF/ CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTO, 230 FIFTH AVENUE, NYC 10019 


Try France's exciti 
after dinner coffee. .. 


's easy to make, 
Toz. Grand Marnier, 1 

glass hot black coffee, 
top with 4 


perfect sense of style and form. Like this sculptured chest-jacquard 
FORUMS, a study in aesthetics with its reverse- 


stich diamond pattern in vivid contrasting 
color-tones. The colors, deeper, richer, stronger in 
e tow-dyed Acrilan acrylic. The result, like every 
FORUM, top-notch in substance. Top-notch in 


SPORY SWE ALR ec 


4 -NOTCH FORM. Lillian Russell had it. Giacometti did too. A 


Olive, Ivory. 
Guaranteed for 

‘one year normal. < 

wear by Monsanto. 

S,M,L,XL. About $14.00. 

At better stores Or write 
FORUM 303 Fifth Ave., New York. 


Ustinov has little to add to this edifying 
piece of information. At the Vivian 
Beaumont, 150 West 65th. Street. 


MOVIES 


Considerable sympathy is stirred up 
for two tragic mislits of the Great De- 
pression cra in Bonnie ond Clyde, based on 
the real-life story of Bonnie Parker and 
Clyde Barrow, who lived, stole cars, 
robbed banks and ultimately died to- 
gether in ambush back in the da lays of 
rumble seats and bread lines. Both di- 
recor Arthur Penn and producerstar 
Warren Beatty, outdoing any of their pre- 
vions films (and. incidentally, getting the 
jump on In Cold Blood), put lightning 
excite nio а David. Newman- 
Robert Benton script that never settles for 
mere sensationalism. The study of char- 
acier is sometimes obviously slanted in 
the culprits’ favor: but more often, they 
seam natural children of the social envi- 
ronment from which they spring, and 
their violent odyssey of crime rips along 
like an open roadster taking every comer 
оп two wheels. Beatty plays Clyde as 
big, beautiful, dim and impotent, 2 lout 
who lapses into a life of violence partly 
for sexual release. As his frustrated. para- 
mour, а restless little Texas nobody with 
а yen to write maudlin pociry between 
n fights, Faye Dunaway is fine, too, 
1 here has a role that should fix her 
as well as her girth in the public eye. 
The best of it may be that the hard-luck 
feel of the Thirties touches every frame 
of film. In one prickly vignette, Bonnie 
e a weary dirt farmer and 
n to help shoot up a ram- 
shackle old house from which the farm- 
ers family has just been evicted by the 
bank—and the resentment felt by the 
dispossessed of any cra suddenly yields 
echoes of the protests heard more re- 
cently in Watts, ark and Detroit. 


Let France's wizard of cinematography, 


Henri Decae, wain his lens on set 
furbished with romantic turnof- 
the century decor and the movie is cer 
to delight the eye. The Thief, director 
Louis (The Lovers) Malles comic essay 
on the honorable profession of burglary, 
delights the intellect as well. Leading a 
pack of cheerfully amoral characters is 
Jean-Paul. Belmondo, coolly existentialist 
as ever, despite his bushy mustache and 
flowing cape. Belmondo's thievery begins 
as а gesture of spite toward a rascally 
unde who has misappropriated his in 
heritance and refused him the hand of 
his adored cousin Charlotte. (Genevieve 
Bujold), a kittenish beauty panting to 
get next to her kin. Jean-Paul lifts her 
prospective bridegroom's family jewels, 
then embarks on a career of crime under 
the tutelage of a master crook who passes 
in polite society as a priest. Malle's 
incisive glimpses at the thief’s victims 


Feed your new baby 
the formulathat keeps 
it running young. 


Ever wonder why auto 
manufacturers generally 
advise against running a 
new car at high speeds? 

It’s because a new engine 
is tight, stiff and vulnerable 
to the kind of friction that 
causes erosion of metal 
parts; the kind of friction 
ordinary motor oils just 
can’t cut. 

STP can out that friction, 
though. Because STP Oil 
Treatment is a super 
concentrate so strong it 
clings to all metal parts 
without breaking down or 
draining off. 

Have your gasoline service 
station add STP to your 
oil from the very start. And 
keep using it to keep your 
car running smoother, 
cooler, quieter, longer. 

A.J. Foyt, Parnelli Jones, 
Jimmy Clark, Graham Hill 
and most of the other leading 
car racers prove STP outs 
friction to a fraction every 
time they put it through 
their grueling tests. 

Add STP. Youth will be 
served. 

A Scientifically Tested Product 
fi) лов»ов о stusebarar Corporation 


The racer's edge 
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leave little doubt that clergymen, poli 
s, businessmen and svelte matrons of 
the haut monde picking pockets 
опе way or another. Juggling a dozen 
complex relationships in and out of the 
underworld milieu, Malle orchestrates 
them with sly precision, His smoothest 
scene is one in which the thief and Char- 
lotte casually set about forging the scoun- 
drel uncle’s will, while the old debauchee 
lies paralyzed on his deathbed, watching 
Under the film's glossy surface, Malle 
has wrought a lightly outrageous ode to 
the disenchanted of every epoch. 


People 
in the know want 


Redondo Beach, Galifornia, Sunset 
Beach and the Banzai Pipeline of Oahu 
arc names murmured with reverence by 
surfdom’s faithful golden hordes, who 
consider these perilous shores roughly 

alent 10 Rome, Jerusalem and Mec 
ca. Now Surfari comes pounding in hard 
behind lust year’s splashy sleeper, The 
Endless Summer: and this account of 
several crusades to the centers of big 
КАЕ Its surfing offers more thrills per spill than 


‘composed of two heads facing one another and so did its predecessor. The color photogra- 

mounted where by their centers are slightly off, s less ima 1 

as shown in the diagram. This combination of шуыш is less imaginative, bu 

Р bead Кар кеше чеге executive producer Don Brown (related 

sponses tran the ordinary conventional ead, even to Summers Bruce Brown only by the 
Model ж.звБ: This Meere sede: salt spray in his blood) sensibly de- 
ro уре machine : к б 
pare ape mete votes most of his footage (o the dasic 
steteo/mono recording and | Model MB: Cross- conllict of man vs. wave, “Fhe waves are 
playback — the famous | Field Head tape recording mostly 15- to 30footers. The men are 
Akai CrossField Head— | and playback superiority Ricky Grigg, world surfing champion of 


automatic reverse, repeat, | from Akai. Y . | Model X-300: The 067. Stns 
stop ahd shutort-~soun ees шы Akai Model X300 fea. 1967, amd Greg Noll, one of the West 
on-sound—sound-with- | offers ‘sound gong | tures the famous Cross- Coasts leading daredevils. Grigg, part 


sound—sound-over-sound | recording—vertical center | Field Headsystem— stereo/ sun god, part intellectual, is due for a 
—50 watts solid-state am- | speakers—special bias for | Mono recording and play- Ph.D. in oceanography, though his bra 
plifier — 30 to 24,000 cps | FM multiplex recording— | Dack——A-track, Zspeed level marks him a 

frequency response — 3 | automatic shutoff — in- | (15 ips optional) — 1075 3 2 
builtin spe- | stant stop—horizontal or | feel capacity — self-con- Brando of the breakers. A surfers’ derby 
akers—operates on 100- | vertical positioning -2 | tained 50 watts amplifier at Malibu begins the fun; and whenever 
240v AC at 50/60cycles— | speed synchronous motor | -—SoUNd-over-sound — 90 the stars wade ashore to pull them: 
biased system for FM | —30 to 25,000 cps fre- | КС bias for FM multiplex together for another set, Brown kills time 

multiplex recording — г quency response — 12 | 'ecording — 4 digit tape iu =ч 1 Ko di 
Poe EE Gate рон e op | tounter--3motors- vert with conventional change-of- pace distrac 
feel adaptors optional— | rates оп 100-240y AC at | Cal/horizontal positioning tions that narrators of surf epics appear 
vertical or horizontal posi- | 50/60 cycles, = Piano key controls — unable to resist—a bikini contest, а 
tioning—push button con- E ted TIRE: Irug, а jape about surfers at a sl 
г resort and some terrible, terrible ўс 


50/60 cycles. : : 
in there, anyway, and wait for the 
ave. 


vura style at sea 


Paul Newman, as the legendary hero 
ol Cool Hond tuke, has a sticky moment 
just before he expires. Three times he has 


escaped from a Southern chain gang, 
and his fiercely independent spirit rises 
above every sadistic form of punishment 
his captors can devise. Now he stands 
lone in a deserted church and attempts 
a little heart-to-heart talk with The Man 


the Cross.Field Head included in these models 


ANAL TAPE RECORDERS are avaiable at the US Army and Ait Force PACEX Echange, the N бий Abiem His aine el ge 

CORDERS are available at the US Army and Air Force PACEX Exchanges, the Navy PAN ane gee E E s 
Exchange and the Marine Corps Exchange. The PACEX MAIL ORDER SERVICE in Japan has just re- proachin, ens tells us Luke isn't going 
sumed filling your orders again, to win this time, the myth he has created 


will assuredly live оп, sustaining his fel- 
low prisoners. That particular bag of 
goslraamighty folk poetry is poorly suited. 
to Newman, whose own mythical movie 
presence dominates any fiction a hard- 
working scenarist can deliver in the first 
place. And in the second place, a drama 

ating on county 


For further information, Please send me your catalogue(s) "® 


AKAI TRADING CO., LTD. 
AKAI ELECTRIC CO.. LTD. 
абала ORTA TU TORO JAPAN 

Ji NAME: AGE: 


TAPE RECORDER | 22 
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What a catch! 
Martini & Rossi Imported Vermouth 
for cocktails that purr. 
Sweet for captivating Manhattans. 
Extra Dry for prize Martinis. 
Try it in your own cage. 
s а 


Happy afterthought: Martini & Rossi is great straight on the rocks. 


RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y. 
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Life begins with 


uw 
FORTIS 


The watch with the 
personal touch 


Ref. 6176/6179 


Automatic with Calendar 


uly 
FORTIS 


The Makers of the first 
selfwinding wrist 
watches 
.WORLD SERVICE 


FORTIS WATCH LTD. 
GRENCHEN SWITZERLAND 


roads doesn't convey quite the sense of 


social urgency it did in the Thirties, 
when director Stuart Rosenberg was 
probably just а boy. Until Luke begins 


10 swell with self-importance toward the 
end, it is enter ng sadism brightened 
with touches of robust male humor in 
the Mister Roberts tradition. The camp 
rules are set forth with unequivocal 
frankness ("No playing grab-ass or smok- 
ing in a prone position"). and one se- 
quence, where the prisoners steam in а 
ditch while a thinly blonde crawls 
all over а car she is washing at adja 
cent farmhouse, is choice. Conrad Hall's 
misty color photography emphasizes the 
w blue beauty of dawn, when the men 
in their stateissue uniforms straggle 
forth to face horrors yet untried, You 
may enjoy them, if you like your escap- 
ism with lots of lumps. 

In its own way. American Internation- 
al Pictures has been mirroring the fanta- 
sies of our teenagers for more than a 
decade now. АТУ earliest efforts were 
dedicated to adolescent ghouls, after 
which the corporation graduated to Ed- 
ar Allan Poe chillers. teeny-bikini beach 

forniastyle  motorcycle-gang 
last season, and this year, LSD. 


In The Trip (you saw a preview in last 
month's rrAvmov), Peter Fonda freaks 
out for the first time when the stress 


of his imminent divorce from screenmate 
Susan Strasberg, added to the tension of 

i a Hollywood director of TV 
commercials, finally leads him to ш 
on at a friend's lavish Los Angeles pad. 
Peter is hardly the actor his father is 
—or his sister Jane is becoming—but he 
turns in his most perceptive perform- 
ance to date. At first, he takes the 
hallucinogenic highroad, but soon his 
LSD joy ride ceases to be а davuipper's 
delight and mostly turns into а long 
day's fight. Although Susan Strasbi 
the feminine lead, she’s clearly outsex- 
ed by blonde newcomer Salli Sachse, 
who looks just great with or without 
clothes. At the end of The Trip. Fonda 
finds Salli, the two repair to her bed 
and all is groovy. Director Roger Cor- 
mun, who's been nicknamed "king of 
the quickies" because of his prolific out- 
put of appallingly asinine flicks. evident- 
ly took his time while making The Trip, 
and the result isn't half bad: A number 
of stunning visual effects make absorb- 
ng usc of color, and there is just enough 
high-flying Fonda to make The Trip 
worth while. 


g is 


st 


In an England of the near future, 
rock-n'roll star Steve Shorter, “the 
greatest entertainer the world has seen 
n 500 years,” is tendered а tickertape 
parade to the theater, where he goes into 
his act before a mob of screaming, weep- 
ing teenagers: Placed in handcuffs by 
police,” he is led into a jail cell on stage 
and belted around by a theatrically sadis- 


tic supporting cast while singing about 
how he needs his freedom. Thus begins 
Privilege, à cruelly compelling. often bril- 
liam film. Superb when he sings. sopho- 
moric when he speaks. real-life British 
rock idol Paul Jones, former lead singer 


of the Manfred Mann group. portrays 
Shorter, whose privileged life is as feucred 
as h 
The acting of Shorter's manipulators is 
little short of magnificent: William Job, 
as the corporate head of Shorter 
prises, displays а wealth of Downing 
Street decorum and Kensington casuistry: 
Mark London, as Steve's chatty, natty 
press agent. has the makings of a top 
character actor. (Оп the other hand, 
model Jean Shrimpton, as an artist com- 
missioned to immortalize Shorter in oils. 
having too long played the mannequin, 
woodenly comes across as а stick figure.) 
Bur the real star of Privilege is director 
Peter Watkins, only 31, who must get the 
credit for this acidly anti-establishment 
film that overrcaches itself only in а torch- 
lit stadium scene where Shorter—now 
plumping for the state church, a crum. 
bling rock of ages—mounts the podium 
and attempts to heal the sick while urg- 
ing the cream of England's youth to 
chant “We will conform." At this point, 
the stringently satiric plot disolves into 
а screen that heavy-handedly 
casts far too many stones. Many of 
Watkins’ missiles nevertheless hit their 
targets: a passive public that allows itself 
10 be motivationally manipulated by the 
image makers: the pandering cynics who 
hard-sell their massmedia products—hu. 
man and inanimate—with a twisted mix- 
nd violence: our own 
» and its steady 


s violently evocative performances. 


мег 


sermon 


ture ol sex 
embrace of a corporate a у 
erosion of privacy and individuality. Wat 
kins, whose fictional documentary, The 
War Game, was commissioned by the BBC 
and then deemed unfit for British con- 
sumption, was exonerated when it won 
duster of international awards. In Privi- 
lege—despite iis uppercase Message 
the quas-documentary touches he mas 
tered on BBC money are sharply and 
effectively in evidence. And in his first 
1 use color 


full-length film, he shows he 
with startling success. No doubt about it: 
Watkins is on his way 


ACTS AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 


‘The reports of Mert Sehl's professional 
demise have been greatly exaggerated. 
Somewhat muted in recent yems (Sahl 
claims an establishment conspiracy has 
kept him from the public ear), the rapid- 
fire, sweater-swathed comic has come 
roaring back, bigger and brasher than 
ever, if we сап take his recent stint at 
Chicago's Mister Kelly's as amy gauge. 
For instance, on doctors: “The A. M. A. 
has branded faith healer Oral Roberts 
quack. It's opposed to any cure that’s 


From 
Holland 
with love 


Nature sheds its love 
on sun-ripened apricots, 
Bols creates its 
greatest liqueur 

with loving care. 


You will love 

the exquisite flavour, 

the caressing smoothness. 
You will agree: nothing less 
than Apricot Bols will do. 
Especially for 

those special occasions... 


Try it, you'll love it! 
It will be love for life. 


APRICOT 


BOLS 


ask for it by name! 


Pay at home and surprise your friends abroad with an exceptional gift. 
GloBOLService delivers Apricot Bols and Bols V.O. Genever, quick and 
troublefree, in almost any country in the world. No packaging and shipping 
charges and no duty formalities as BOLS delivers abroad from local stocks. 
Write to GloBOLService, Rozengracht 103, Amsterdam for further particulars. 
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APROPOSITIO 


wild new thing is about to 
happen: the mad, mod scene is 
about to witness the birth of a 
fantastic new magazine destined 
for greatness. Its name is Avant- 
Garde. 


As its name implies, 
Avant-Garde will be a forward- 
directed, daring, and wildly he- 
donistic magazine. It will report 
on every aspect of the ebullient 
new life-style now emerging in 
America, and it will do so with no 
put-ons and no inhibitions. 


The pagesofAvant-Garde 
will explode with biting satire, in- 
cisive profiles, audacious report- 
age, lush graphic art, conscious- 
ness-expanding fiction, and poetry 
that speaks. Avant-Garde will 
cover Art, Politics, Science, and 
every other subject of interest to 
readers of superior intelligence 
and cultivated taste. It will be a 
bimonthly of: 


—beauty, bringing to graphic art 
atranscendental new kind of high; 
—truth, eschewing platitudes and 
really telling it like it is; and 

—love, unabashedly reveling in 
the One Universal Ultimate Good. 


In short, Avant-Garde 
will be a hip, joyous, beautiful 
new magazine. It will be the voice 
of the Turned-On Generation, 

Perhaps the best way to 
describe Avant-Garde for you is 
to list the kinds of articles it will 
print: 


‘The Dead-Serious Movement to Run Allen 
Ginsberg for Congress 

Homage to Muhammad Ali—35 Cclcbritics 
(including Marlon Brando, Jackie Robinson, 
and Woody Allen) in praise of Cassius Clay. 
Coming: Synthetic (and Therefore Legal) 
Marijuana 

Radio Free America—A professor's plan 
(already in motion) to establish a pirate radio 
station off the coast of California. 

The “Bust” of Charlotte Moorman—The 
gifted young cellist describes her arrest for 
giving a concert hall recital “topless.” 

The CIA's Super-Salaried "Super-Spook"— 
An exposé of an operative who is paid $1 
million a year to fink for Big Brother. 

‘The Intellectual Companions of Jacqueline 
Kennedy 

Bob Dylan's Suppressed—and Pithiest—Song 
Lyrics 

Salvador Dali: A New Dimension in Erotic 
Art—Drawings created especially to celebrate 
the launching of Avant-Garde. 


George Romney's Bizarre Religious Beliefs 
‘Toward the Elimination of War—A littlc- 
Known exchange of correspondence between 
Einstein and Freud. 

Understanding Zowic—A glossary of 
Switched-On Generation jargon. 

The Fugs—New York's most way-out elec- 
tronic raga-rock nerve thrill company. 

А Gastrononiical Guide to the Year 2000 
‘The Writing on the Wall—The emergence of 
graffiti as a medium of social protest. 

Move Over, Lady Chatterley—A preview of 
several erotic classics soon to be published 
in this country for the first time. 

The Prison Poems of Ho Chi Minh 


Mixed-Media Art: The Pop World's Newest 
“Scrambled Oeuvre” 

My Love for You Is Stronger than Dirt— 
The Madison Avenue dating scene as ob- 
served by Dan (“How to Bea Jewish Mother") 
Greenburg. 

Pocts at War—Bitter anti-war verse by GI's 
in Vietnam. 

John Lennonas a Master of Prose 


Ingenious—and Perfectly Legal—New Ways 
Around Abortion Laws 


Everett Dirksen as “The Wizard of Ooze"— 
^ Pop Impression. 


The Emergence of Abstract Expressionist 
Journalism—A s exemplified by the L. A. 
Free Press, N.Y. East Village Other, and 
Berkeley Barb. 

Group Psychotherapy on TV 

Aubrey Beardsley’s Suppressed Erotic Works 
—A portfolio. 

A Geneticist’s Plea for Statc-Sponsored 
Breeding of Supermen 


Pornographic Film Festivals at Lincoln Cen- 
ter by 1970— Predictions by an underground 
film-maker. 


Insum, Avant-Garde will 
be a feast of gourmet food-for- 


thought prepared by the avant- 
garde for the avant-garde. It will 
be the quintessence of intellectual 
sophistication, 

The creative director of 
Avant-Garde is one of the most 
fertile minds in American pub- 
lishing today: Herb Lubalin, the 
country’s foremost art director (it 
was he who designed the elegant 
— and cruelly suppressed — quar- 
terly Eros). In addition, the staff 
of Avant-Garde includes several 
of the most gifted artists, writers, 
and photographers of our time. 


In format, Avant-Garde 
will more closely resemble an ex- 
pensive art folio than a magazine. 
It will be printed by costly offset 
lithography on the finest antique 
and coated papers. It will be 
bound in 12-point Frankote 
boards. It will carry no advertis- 
ing whatsoever. 

Avant-Garde will be 
available by subscription only. It 
will cost $10 per year. This is not 
inexpensive, bui we have a propo- 
sition: 

If you will enter your 
subscription right now—before 
Avant-Garde's first issue is sold 
out—we will send you a whole 
year for only $5. This is half 
price! 


As a Charter Subscriber, 
you will also be entitled to: 
—Buy gift subscriptions for only 
$5. 

—Renew your own subscription 
for $5 forever, despite any subse- 
quent price increases. 

—Begin your own subscription 
with Volume I, Number 1. This 
is not to be taken lightly since first 
issues of high-quality magazines 
invariably become valuable col- 
lectors items. 

Since this spectacular of- 
fer will be withdrawn as soon as 
Avant-Garde's first issue is sold 
out, we urge you to act at once. 
To enter your subscription, sim- 
ply fill out the coupon below and 
mail it with $5 to Avant-Garde, 
110 W. 40th St., New York, N.Y. 
10018. 

Then sit back and pre- 
pare to enjoy a completely unin- 
hibited new magazine that really 
blows the mind. 


Avant-Garde, 110 W. 40th St., New York, N.Y. 10018 


I enclose $5 for a one-year subscription to the magnificent 
new magazine Avant-Garde. I understand that I will be 
entitled to all Charter Subscriber privileges and that I am 


paying only half price! 
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Villa D'Este has a 
masculine, for- 
esty kind of smell. 
That lasts. We 
blend it from rare 
wood oils, ferns 
and mosses. Most 
people we ask like 
it. Maybe you will, 
too. After Shave 
$4 and $7. Co- 
logne $5 and $9. 


VILLA 
D'ESTE 


AFTER SHAVE 
COLOGNE 
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MEM COMPANY, INC, NORTHVALE, KEY I 


Pretty good bet 


You can’t find a better excuse for a party than handcrafted crystal 
barware by West Virginia Glass. From novelty jiggers to the authentic 
English Yard of Ale, our complete selection costs about ge tnderated cp, 
half what you'd expect. So what are you waiting fo = 


brem 


WEST VIRGINIA GLASS CO. 


WESTON, WEST VIRGINIA 


rapid.” On the middle-class thinking of 
auists: "Doctor, my life's a living 

‘OK, have curtains made.” On 
d Helms: "Hehms job is to keep. 
seerets—even from the Warren Commis- 
On Jews: "Until the Israeli war, 
an Jews had tried to assimilate; 
they'd stopped being everybody's con- 
ience and started to like pro football.” 

A linc from the menu at Las Vegas C; 
загу Palace 


I, Caesar, invite you to have 
a nosh.” On the intellectual sta 
news media: "Jim Garr 
conference quoted. Virgil as 
justice be done though the | 
whereupon the Newsweek reporte: 
ried, ‘Virgil who? " On the Zen 
phy of the Haight-Ashbury se 
а cop asks a kid, ‘How old 
the kid answers: ‘I am time its 
Fact magazine: “Fact has ma 
ness out of attacking Sucaryl.” On Hu- 
man Sexual Response: “That can really 
turn you off. The charts look like the a 
conditioning scheme for the Pentagor 
On his own political sympathies: “I lean 
о correct for the nation's 
sexual procliviti is 
errific . . . if memory serves.” Obvious- 
ly, Sahl is very much alive and kicking. 


you, son?” 
IE” On 
a busi- 


BOOKS 


After Watts exploded in August 1965, 
Budd Schulberg went to that ghetto, 
ing to find out whether there was 
nything one person —not an organiza 
but just a single person—can. do.” 
tarted the Watts Writers Workshop. 
їп has since expanded into the Fred- 
cick Douglass Writers House, about 
which vou read in the September issue 
of rrAYno. Eighteen of the 30 members 
of the Workshop are represented in 
From the Ashes: Voices of Watts (New 
American. Library), edited and with an 
introduction by Schulberg. The collec- 
tion can best be described by a statc- 
ment of one of its contributors, Harry 
Dolan, during Senator Ribicof's he: 
ings on urban decay in the summer of 
tell this to you now, you being 
all of white America, so that vou will 
not be able to say, as the Germans tried 
to say when they were told about the 
concentration camps and the gas cham- 
bers, "We did not know!" From the 
Ashes is a powerful distillation of black 
rage and pride. ("We the American 
Negro,” proclaims Sonora McKeller in 
«Ly but surely becoming 
Я But the book is 
raw material for sociologists 
ists. Among these 18 voices of 
Mats are authentic writers, men and 
women creating a literature transcending 
this time and their embattled place in it. 
Excerpts from novels in progress should 
lead astute publishers to find ош more 
about James Thomas Jackson, Harley 
Mims and Birdell Chew. There is also a 


I, bold, brawny Bob Bevans, am a flavor grabber. 


I never took a thing in my life. Before Petey 
Hansen joined my engineering crew, that is. 
You've seen him. Red hair. Freckles. Always 
smoking those L&M's. 

So, last week, while he's out surveying, 1 
grab опе of his L&M's. Not bad! Not sharp. 
Not flat. But a good round flavor you don't get 
in any other filter cigarette, 


Later, when Petey's busy, I grab another 
L&M. Then later another. All of a sudden I'm a 
flavor grabber. Me, the chief engineer. So 1 run 
to the corner and buy my own L&M's. I dig, 
when you grab hold of an L&M, you grab hold 
of flavor. 

Now, will the guy on the crane who grabbed 
my L&M's please toss 'em back down! 
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When she sighs Й 
and calls you ‘Baby Face, 
be sure youve 

shaved with Rise. 


No rough stuff, please. Scratchy beard and all that. 
Play it smooth. Millions of saturated moisture bubbles 
in Rise Lather soak whiskers soft. Rise lets you 

shave right to the skinline-without irritation. 

How about it, Baby Face? 


Rise®Regular, Heavy or Mentho! 


This glass of Ballantine’s contains more 
varieties of Scotch whisky than you'll find in 
all the bars on the Queen Elizabeth. 


"The Queen Elizabeth is a well-stocked ship. It has 
27 individual Scotch whiskies in its bars. 

But Ballanti oes better. 1t has 42 individual 
Scotch whiskies in every bottle. 

Why 42? Because that's what our recipe 
When old George Ballantine perfected the г 
this superb Scotch over a hundred 
specified 42 particular S 
then, and it works now. We wouldn’t want to change 
the smooth, light, mellow flavour that’s become the 


Ils for. 
ipe for 
rs ago, he 


ard for Scotch drinkers throughout the world. 
wouldn't t to tamper with success. 
If you haven't yet tasted this subtle blending of 
iskies gathered from the highland 
of Scotland, taste Ballantine’s soon. 
We can think of at least 42 good reasons why 
you should. 


The more you know about Scotch, the ' 


more you like Ballantine’s. 
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ELECTRO 35 


nightwise guys 
computerize 


Professionals know computers have unlimited answers. 
Unfortunately most professional cameras have a limited 
number of shutter speeds. That's why so many profes- 
sionals turn to the Yashica Electro 35: a professional 
computerized camera with unlimited shutter speeds. 
All they do is focus and push a button. 
Professional - computerized - camera - with - unlimited- 
shutter- speeds means you take perfect color (or black 
and white) shots anywhere, any light (even night). 
With no more exposure worries. No more exposure me- 
ters. No more flashbulbs. No more clumsy flash equip- 
ment. The electronic brain built solid inside computes 
correct exposures instantly, forgets flashbulbs forever. 
All you do is focus and push a button. 
YASHICA CO., LTD. 27-8, 6cchone, lingumae, Shibuya-bu, Tokyo, Japan Tek 400-1431 


YASHICA EUROPE G.m.b.H. 2 Hamburg 28, Bilstrasse 28, West Germany Tel: 78 15 21-25 
YASHICA INC. 50-17 Queens E'Ivi., Woodside, N.Y. 11377, U.S.A. Tel: HI 6:5566 


YASHICA 


ELECTIO 35 


Tailored design in 14 Kt. 
Weight of Center Diamond: 


14 Carat $150 
за Carat 3245 
X2 Carat $333 
23 Carat 5460 


Price is for both rings. 


6 Diamonds 


set in brushed gold 
Weight of Center Diamond: 


Seven Diamond Cluster 
Total Weight of Diamonds: 


Ya Carat suo 
2^ Carat $250 
One Carat $385 


Classical Solitaire in 14 Kt. 


за Carat Be RICKIE H HAMILTON WATCHES URSA E Strat Et] 
D 2 Garat ie 
саа 2 Hamilton 22 Jewel High Precision Movement, 2 Carats Total % Carat аа 


Price is for both rings. 


Weight, 44 Diamonds in 14K White Gold Case. 


$1125 


When buying diumonds. your fest friend is the House of We sell exclusively to the military and offer to you a life 
ler. third generation diamond merchants. serving the lime trade-in policy which has world-wide recognition 
milita гос quarter of a century at PX's and Shir artem тузе I КОА а-ал F 
tores all over the world. 
A its full purchase price toward the purchase of another 
All our onds are notarized and subject to appraisal s iem sc, ге 
Quality grading conforms to standards established by the anon O ure eeu. tees ne t resides tos Uy (abe: 
Arn Air Force Exchange Service in dance with your choice from this beautiful selection of jewelry “from 
ations of the Gemological Institute of America Your Prime Source" or write for our catalog 


FACTS YOU SHOULD KNOW: The 
unit weightof diamonds is the carat. 
There are 100 “points” to a carat. 


CARAT WEIGHT 


Diameter in Millimeters 


Cut: optimum proportion, with 58 facets 
= Perfection: freedom from flaws, carbon 
spots or any blemish. First quality accord- 
ing to Gemologica institute of Amen 
specifications = Color: the finest = Bi 
lance; maximum assured by optimum 
Proportion cut and precision polishing. 
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Colorado Building * Denver, Colorado 80202 
Style Number. — 


Gator Valle бобул fite Gold 
саа аа =u 
ИШ as ana MgO) 
Мони STE ___ 
Street Adds E 
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Enclored Res pz 


Ordered B; z 

Бак er 

Address. 

O Please send list of PXs carrying your 
merchandise in my ares. 
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Ice tube! 


High Sierra, the after shave concentrate And it's perfect for servicemen on the move 
that ices your hot, just-shaved face. because the tube can’t break. 
Cools. Refreshes without a greasy, sticky feeling. Mennen’s High Sierra—as cool as it sounds. 
It's concentrated, so a little does a lot. The Mennen Company, Morristown, New Jersey 


MENNEN 


This FREE hi-fi book 
tells how to make the most 


out of your ears in the service. 


Free Fisher Handbook. 
80 pages. 88 illustrations. A52.00 value. 


Now that you’re overseas, you have a special 
opportunity to get the stereo hug out of your system once 
and for all. 

Fisher, the leading name in stereo components, 
is available to you now . . . at tremendous discounts and 
with an exclusive tour-of-duty warranty (up to 3 years 
plus 90 days). This lets you build your maximum stereo 
witha minimum of problems. 

For more information, fill out and mail the 
coupon below. You'll also receive FREE the 1968 Fisher 
Handbook. A $2.00 value, the Handbook covers every 
important aspect of sterco and hi-fi, including detailed 
information on all the latest components from Fisher. 


ق 


Fisher Radio International, Inc. 

11-41 45th Road 

Long Island City, N.Y. 11101 

Please send me The Fisher Handbook 1968 without 
charge, Also include information about your over- 
seas di t program, and the Fisher tour-of-duty 
warranty. 


Name. 


Address. 


APO/FPO. 
H air mail reply desired, please enclose $1.00. 
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After KP, wear it in the shower. 
To remind you when the hot water’s about to turn cold. 
There's an elapsed time indicator on it. Just set it and it tells you 
W when your three minutes are up. 
You can even impress your girl friend with it. She’ll think you're a frog- 
W man. Let her. 
Its real name is the Caravelle Sea Hunter by Bulova. You can pick one up at 
B the nearest PX or ship's store. It has a luminous dial (for night diving), a stain- 
P^ less steel case, and a shock-resistant 17 jewel movement. 
And it’s tailor-made for guys who volunteer for underwater work. 
$^ Whether they go down 666 ft.* 


Or one soapy arm's length. CARAVELLE prision OF BULOVA 


WATERPROOF WHEN CASE, CRYSTAL AND CROWN ARE INTACT 


formidable essayist, Johnie Scott, whose | 


The Coming of the Hoodlum, a relent 
lessly self probing account of his journey 
from Watts to Harvard, should certainly 
be expanded to book length. The poctry 
of these writers is less substantial. but 
there are bursts of jagged light. as in 
Johnie Scott's The Suicide Note. Al- 
though much of the prose and poetry is 
rooted in the jungle of cities, there are 
also evocations of Southern childhoods, 
most notably Birdell Chew's The Promise 
of Strangers, an almost unbearably clear 
simple tale of innocence and horror 
Budd Schulberg has shown in From the 
Ashes what he, as one man, not an 
organization, could do—he made it possi 
bie for at least some of the voices of 
Watts to be heard. 


Can you imagine a story about a wail, 
born Jewish, raised Catholic ad the re- 
sulting custodial fight? Then you have 
imagined all of Michel, Michel (Simon & 
Schuster), and perhaps done it better 
than its heavy-handed author, Robert 
Lewis, did 35 platitudinous pages. 
For this widely touted book (a major 
book club is reported to have paid 
$100,000 for it) is a lemon that not even 
a steaming glass of hot tea will help wash 
down, Michel Benedek is seven when we 
meet him in a provincial French town, 
and that is the only lucky thing about 
him. For his Austrian refugee parents 
were victims of the final solution. He is 
in the charge of a Madame Rose, who 
runs the village orphanage and is in 
ordinately fond of him: in fact, she 
soon takes it upon herself to have him 
baptized. But an Isracli aunt, exercising 
her rights of guardianship, tries to re 
daim him to the Jewish faith. What 
ensues is combination domestie-court le 
gal docket and international soap opera. 
For the dozing reader, summaries of the 
legal and sentimental escalation appear 
as regularly as hourly newscasts. Michel, 
Michel—even the title is long-winded— 
docs raise certain legal and theological 
problems, but never comes close to 
offering viable literary solutions. 


Alan F. Westin, a professor of govern. 
ment at Columbia University, has spent 
the better part of the Sixties examining 
the many inventive 


s Americ 


vade one 


another's privacy. In Privacy and 
Freedom (Atheneum), he catalogs them— 
from the old trick of steaming open е 
velopes to the new (not-quite-perfected) 
trick of contiolling а man's thoughts by 
planting a microelectronic device inside 
his brain. At present, says Westin, an 
alarming number of persons and groups 

ed in eavesdropping—Govern 
ment agencies, employers, schools, police 
—and they have at their fingertips а 
remarkable array of scientific aids. These 
indude personnel tests that ask you how 
you feel about God, Mother and peder 
asty; polygraph tests in which you arc 


"turned leaves. The deepef Brookside col- 
reighton's innate feeling for the seemingly care- 
less yél carefully rolled button down styling. 
Abt $10.00 at selected shops including: B. Altman's Univ. 
Shop, all stores; Rogers Peet University Shop, all stores; 
Roger Kent, N.Y., Boston, Philadelphia; Bloomingdale's, ‘N.Y. 
Dayton Co., Minn.; Wolf Bros., Tampa; Levy's, Jacksonville. 


Creighton's innovations are tomorrow's traditions. 
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VOTE HERE 


for the 1968 Playboy Jazz All-Stars 


Count Basie, 
leader 

Basie's Beat 

VJ V6-8687* 

Basie's Beatle Bag 
VÍ VG-8659* 

Jackie & Roy, 
vocal group 
Lovesick 

V/VE-8688 

Changes 

V/V6-8668 

Roland Kirk, 
misc. instruments 
Now Please Don't You 
Cry, Beautiful Edith 
VIN6-8609 

Bill Evans, piano 
Bill Evans at Town 
Hall, Volume One 
YI V6-8583 

A Simple Matter of 
Conviction (with. 
Shelly Manne, 
Eddie Gomez) 

VI V6-8675 

Buddy Rich, drums. 
Big Band Shout 
VIV6-B712 


Ella Fitzgerald, 
female vocalist 


Ella Fitzgerald Sings 


The Johnny Mercer 
Song Book 
V/V6-4067* 

Ella & Duke at the 
Cote D'Azur 
VIN6-4072-2" 

Wes Montgomery, 
guitar 

The Dynamic Duo 
(with Jimmy Smith) 
V/V6-8678" н 
California Dreaming 
V/Ve-8672* 

Johnny Hodges, alto 
Blue Notes 
V/V6-8580 

Stride Right 

VI V6-8547* 

(with Earl ‘Fatha' 
Hines) 


Stan Getz, 
tenor sax 
Voices 

VI V6-B707* 
Sweet Rain 
V/Ve-8693* 


SM 


Arthur Prysock, 

male vocalist 

Love Me 

VI V6-5029* 

Mister Prysock 

VI] V6-5014* 

Oscar Peterson Trio, 

instrumental combo 

Thoroughly Modern 

"Twenties 

V/V6-8700* 

Something Warm 

Vive-8681" 

Kai Winding, 

trombone 

Penny Lane & Time 
Sax V/V6-8691 

More Brass 

VI V6-8657 


VOTE 


where the record 
speaks for itself. 


*Also Available On Ampex Tape 


strapped to a chair and told not to get 
nervous; tiny microphones concealed in 
lamps, pens and martini olives; and сип. 
eras planted in the air conditioner of 
your favorite brothel. (Bon voyeur!) 
“What can be don sks Westin, “to 
protect privacy in an age when so many 
forces of science, technology, environ- 
ment and society press against it from all 
sides?" He has no definitive answer, but 
he does suggest that during the рам. few 
years, the American public—eyen Con 
gress—has shown growing annoyance 
with the privacy invaders. None of this 
nce, unfortunately, has been trans- 
ws prohibiting snooping, as 
Congress’ foot dragging over wire tap- 
y demonstrates. Ultimately, 
implies, the defense of pri 
will have to be made by a peculiar co: 
tion of right-wingers and left-wingers, 
both of whom seem more upset by ero- 
sions of personal freedom than docs the 
complacent center. The message of this 
welcome book has been summed up 
pithily by legislator James C. Oliver. 
On learning that a Federal dai 
processing system could reduce each of 
our lives to the size of an IBM card, 
Oliver said, “Its my impression that 
these machines may know too damn 
much.” Another new book on the bug- 
ging syndrome is Edward Engberg's The 
Spy in the Corporate Structure ond the Right 
to Privacy (World), which contains some 
fascinating facts on business espionage. 


Brock Brower, whose magazine por- 
traits of the newsworthy have earned 
him a reputation as a stylish writer, has 
turned to ficti The result is Debris 
(Atheneum), an astringent first novel 
that demonstrates the author's skill while 
pointing up the difference between 
fiction and journalism. Debris is a tight, 
muscular story that seizes its materia 
and hangs on with bulldog tenacity from 
first word to last. It is about three men 
whose lives converge one day in a duck 
blind off the Carolina coast. One is an 
adve executive; the second is a 
hunting guide; the third is a GI, recently 
escaped from a stockade, with a back 
full of buckshot and a heart full of mur- 
der. The tough, accurate prose of the au- 
thor is evident in the opening lines: “He 
had the queasy sense that the whole 
body of water before him had been 
flayed by the sunrise. It lay open to the 
rawest nerve.” Moving from character to 
character, Brower draws with the sharp- 
ness of a military campaign map the plot 
lines that must come together at the 
predestined locus. But like the military, 
the tone is unchanging, and this works 
against book. To make their dif 
ferences felt, characters must at some 
point in a novel impose their style on 
the author, instead of the other way 
around, The advertising man, particular- 
ly, loses human dimension in his attempt 
to deal with mortal danger in a Madison 


. But if the working out of 
the destinies of these three men misfires, 
Brower docs achieve prose effects that 
stay in the mind's сус like a flight of 
wild ducks winging against a winter sky 


lace Stegner's new book, All the 
g) is a noveliza- 


“kicks us 
aint and, 
The hero. Joe 


only son. H hing so much as 
to tum his back on life, to putter aim 
lessly and gloomi garden (“My life 
stains the air around me. 1 am а 

left too Jong in the cup.”). Soon, 
the undertow of 1 


produce a child out of her disca 
before she dies. And Joe, obse 
grim race within her, is comple 


thing naturally good, he does learn 
that love is implicit in life and that be- 
cause of its committing force, “ 

all cach other's consequences. 

he refiects in the end, Ot sin, cost us 
Eden, Love is a са т of death—the 
only thing, in fact, that makes death 


significant.” 
John Kenneth Galbraith, Harvard 
economist, A. D. A. president, forme: 


1 once a 
ted with the 
ie what most 
ely. Anyone 
an automobile, 
at the vaunted free 
t best capriciously responsive 
10 consumer desires; and anyone who has 
ever worked in a large corporation 
sense that power does not 
from the top in those n 
beloved by management 
arc just two of the scores of anomalies 
ith’s The New Industrial State (Hough- 
ton Mifflin) detects in our economic 
chism. Like his The Affluent Societ 
New Industrial State t 
it allects all of us. 
gest corporations, and the 
and middle man: 
run them, control our economic lives 
dictate many of our social goals. Most 
persons would view such a suggestion 
with distress, but not Galbraith, With 
a few important exceptions, he sees this 


bassador to Indi 
10 President Kennedy. 
uncanny abilit 
of us only s 


Gran Boots 


New sophisticated 
look for 

LIVE ONES- 
about-town! 
Handsome slip-ons 
with adjustable 
Buckle-Strap. 


Hand stained Brown or Black Calf. $28 to $30. Slightly Higher West. 


WINTHROP 


DIVISIDN DF INTERNATIDNAL SHDE COMPANY = SAINT LOUIS. MISSDURI 


Admiral portable stereo. 
Sounds like a big console, 
fits on a bookshelf. 


This Admiral portable stereo gets that big console 
sound from its solid state chassis. It also has an 


FM-AM radio with FM stereo, 4 speakers that 
are phased and balanced for brilliant stereo reproduction. 
And the attractive walnut cabinet fits on a bookshelf. 
See one at an Admiral dealer soon. Only $149.95.* 


‘Mfrs, єй retail price, 
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corporate dictatorship as largely benevo- 
lent. The New Industrial State is not an 
easy book to read. It is organizationally 
diffuse, occasionally technical, sometimes 
obscure—but seldom unenjoyable, Fortu. 
nately, it will pose more problems for 
economists than for lay readers, because 
in the course of 427 pages, jabbing altcr- 
nately from left and right, Galbraith af- 
fably jettisons many of the most cherished 
notions of traditional economics—includ- 
5 the importance of economics itself. 
He points out, for instance, that far from 
defending the primacy of the free market, 
our largest firms devote most of their 
energies to circumventing it—through 
meticulous planning, de facto price fix- 
ing, controlling sources of labor and sup- 
ply and regulating consumption. The 
free market place that entrepreneurs 
talk so reverently about, Galbraith con- 
cludes, is anathema to big business, He 
also levels several impartial broadsides 
at the New Economics. As Galbraith 
writes in an alterwor t is not, in 
general, my instinct to avoid controversy 
or criticism." "This important work should. 
produce a good deal of both, 


RECORDINGS 


The team of Cain and Kral was never 


First name for the martini 
better than on tovesick (Verve). Jackie 


and Roy, the parties in question, would 


IMPORTED GIN FROM ENGLAND BYKOBRAND. N.Y. + 94 PROOF - TRIPLE: DISTILLED • 100% GRAIN NEUTRALSPIRITS | lend clas to The Lambeth Walk or 
Barney Google, let alone the top-drawer 
twelvésome purveyed here. There are a 
brace of beautiful Alec Wilder melodies, 
a like number of bossa novas, Rodgers 
and Harts joyful Mountain Greenery, 
the lyrics of which are still unsurpassed, 
and sundry other goodies, Let's hear it 
for Jackie and Roy. 

Joe Pass, a jazz disciple of the Bau- 
haus dictum "Less is more,” gives a bril- 
liat demonstration of what its all 
about on the aptly titled Simplicity (World. 
Pacific). Pass, fronting a small group, 
threads his sensitive way through such 
lustrous material as ‘Tis Autumn, The 
Gentle Rain and Who Gan I Tum To 
with scintillating succinctness. 

The blues keep coming up roses. 
Blues minstrel Lightnin’ Hopkins turn: 
Out Something Blue (Verve/ Folkways). 
Backed by bass, drums and trombone, 
Hopkins wraps himself around a collec- 
tion of standards including ГЇ Be Gone 
and the mellow Shining Moon. Onctime 
folky Odera (Verve/Folkways) uses a jazz 
rhythm section (including some romping 
no by John Foster) to stamp her 
unique personality on Little Girl Blue, 
the Beatles’ Strawberry Fields Forever 
and others. Little Richard's Greatest Hits 
(Okeh) have been rearranged to bring 
them up to date and the result is one 
of his most pulsating sets ever. The 
Fifties blues king knocks out all his 


Traditional 

clothes for 

contemporary 
men 


Soft construction, lean lines, 
easy fit—all the things that 
make natural shoulder clothes 
so great are here. We've 
simply carried them a bit 
farther in Canterfield, the now 


Canterfield 


For name of nearest dealer write: Canterfield, Div. of Curlee Clothing Co., St. Louis, Mo. 63101 
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K EXCLUSIVE FROM Mes 


Male makes it... makes exciting SKI 
JEANS for the lean breed that 
cuts a path others follow. Fea- 
lures include zip-watch pocket. 
-. . Ski-ticket tab and ring 

. regular pockets, front 
back . . . plus zip-thigh 
pocket .. . snap-tight leg 
tabs .. . 2-inch belt loops... 
all in brawny Male fabrics, 
and treated with the CRAVENETTE 
process to repel water and protect. 
fabric finish. Great garb for skiing... 
hunting. . . cycling... or just prowling 
around . . . at better stores throughout the 
Free World. Go try 'em on. You'll мапі ZZ Ezz 
an armload. 
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Six months at the South Pole! 
"The 18 I.G.Y. Scientists who wintered 
at the South Pole chose Eddie Bauer 
goose Down Kara Koram Parkas and 
Pants to withstand the coldest tem- 
peratures ever recorded by man 
averaging 70° below Zero and reaching 
extremes of 102° below Zero. 

Eddie Bauer products are always 
insulated with prime new mature 
northern goose Down (never with the 
ordinary waterfowl downs). FREE 116- 

ge catalog! This colorful, beautifully 
illustrated catalog has over 600 items 
of interest to sportsmen, outdoorsmen, 
fishermen, hunters, professional guides. 
Send for your copy today! 


2 Expedition Outfitter 
Dept. 82 Seattle, Washington 98122 


GOLD 
PLAYBOY 
JEWELRY 


Jaunty jewelry in handsome 
Midas-touched gold finish. 


Gold Playboy Cuff Links, 
Code No. J44, $10 ppd. 


Gold Playboy Tie Bar, 
Code No. 184, $5 ppd. 
Gold Playboy Money Clip, 
Code No. 164, $7.50 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 

919 N. Michigan Ave. * Chicago, Illinois 60611 

Playboy Club credit keyholders 

44 may charge to their Keys, 


favorite love songs; to wit: Tutti Frutti, 
Long Tall Sally, Jenny, Jenny and Good 
Golly Miss Molly. Totally au courant are 
the stylings of West Coast bluesmen Larry 
Williams, Johnny Watson and Bren- 
ton Wood. On Oegum Boogum (Double 
Shot), his first album, Wood demon- 
strates why he has attracted so much at- 
tention, as he tackles Z Think You've Got 
Your Fools Mixed Up, Gimme Little 


Sign and a Psychotic Reaction that'll 
blow your mind. Williams and Watson are 


oldtime rockers brought together for the 
first time on an LP in Two for the Price of 
One (Okeh). They prove themselves ober- 
rockmeisters as they lay on eight origi- 
nals, including the title ditty, Mercy, 
Mercy, Mercy and Too Late. The blues 
provide the jumping-off poiut for the 
hard-rock sound of Moby Grope (Colum- 
bia), the latest group from San Francisco 
Bay to make it nationally. Strong both 
vocally and instrumentally, the quintet 
demonstrates complete command of a 
collection of 13 hits including Hey 
Grandma, Mr. Blues and 8:05. 


The melding of jaz with rock is 
nowhere more [elicitously accomplished 
Шап on The Dealer (Impulsc!), an LP 
headed up by Chico Hamilton and 
featuring an amazing young rocl-cum- 
jazz guitarist, Larry Coryell. Drummer 
Hamilton, Coryell and two or three jazz 
associates (including avant-gardist Archie 
Shepp playing a raggy piano on For 
Mods Only) coax a splendid assortment 
of sounds out of their instruments. 


Columbia's great natural resource, Igor 
Stravinsky, is responsible for a number of 
the company’s current classical releases, 
among the most striking of which is 
Stravinsky Conducts Four Greet Ballets. The 
Columbia Symphony Orchestra is under 
the composers baton. and the works— 
Orpheus, Apollo, Pulcinella and The 
Fairy’s Kiss—otler ample affirmation of 
Stravinsky's genius in composing for the 
ance. His stylistic range is nowhere 
more apparent than here. Complement- 
ing this three-LP album is Stravinsky, 
again conducting the Columbia Sym 
phony Orchestra, in an opulent perform- 
ance of his Symphony in E Flat, Opus 1. 
Written over 60 years ago, it reveals a 
finely developed, if still derivative, tale 
while offering a fascinating basis for com- 
parison with Stravinsky's Liter creations. 


Oliver Nelson has rapidly established 
himself as a jazz composer and conduc- 
tor of some pre-eminence. With Sound 
Pieces (Impulse!), Nelson solidifies his 
position. There are five of his own compo- 
sitions on hand—three of them charted 
for big band. The two others and the 
standard The Shadow of Your Smile are 
performed by a quartet—and a splendid 
one at that—made up of Nelson on 
soprano sax, Steve Kuhn on piano, Ron 
Carter оп bass and Grady Tate on 


drums. From any angle, Nelson's a win 
ner. Oliver's orchestral talents are put to 
good use in supplying the background 
for the nonpareil bluesshouting fat man 
Jimmy Rushing on Every Day I Have the 
Blues (Blues Way). Rushing has not lost 
an ounce of his ebullience over the yea 
as witness the lead-off number. Berkeley 
Campus Blues (Jimmy obviously knows 
where the current action is), which is a 
worthy successor to his classic Harvard 
Blues. Helping out with the festivities are 
organist Shirley Scott, sterling trumpeter 
Clark Terry and veteran bone man 
Dickie Wells. Long live Jimmy 


How sweet it is. Stan Getz / Sweet Rain 
(Verve) is a lush LP whose five numbers, 
running almost 40 minutes, allow the in- 
Gindescent tenor man to stretch out, de- 
velop ideas and build upon them. In the 
Getz quartet are the aforementioned Ron 
Carter on bass and Grady Tate on drums, 
and Chick Corea, whose piano figures are 
a revelation. For us, the high point is 
Getz and Co.'s variations on the Dizzy 
Gillespie theme, Con Abna—a thing of 
rare beauty. 


The J's with Jamie, now reorganized 
as Jamie and the J. Silvia Singers, offer 
on Encore (ABC) a dozen delightful exam. 
ples of ensemble vocalizing. The backing 
by Don Сома helps considerably, and 
it's solo warbling is superlative, but 
iUs the group sound that's the real gas. 
The Inch Worm, Goin’ Out of My Head, 
Dear Heart and the rest are eminently 
listenable. 


Bill Evans о! Town Hall: Volume One 
(Verve) and André Previn АЙ Alone (Victor) 
, in different contexts, beautiful exam- 
ples of their genre. Evans, working in a 
trio (Chuck Israels, bass, and Arnold 
Wise, drums) through four oldies and 
as a solo pianist on a long piece ded 
cated to his father, is introspective, 
always gentle, remarkably inventive. The 
ticipation with which опе awaits what 
vans will do with an upcoming familiar 
phrase of some standard is tably 
rewarded. Previn's album is all solo and 
is filled with technical virtuosity and un- 
erring good taste. Here, too, the standards 
are destandardized—Yesterdays, When 
Sunny Gels Blue and Angel Eyes are 
among the items auspiciously revivified 

"E here's something unusual happening 
on Ray Charles Invites You to Listen (ABC), 
and it’s something that takes a bit of ad- 
justing to. The ten tunes are all ballads, 
ranging from the melancholy Lennon 
McCartney Yesterday to the nitty-gritty 
Gee Baby and 
Charles si 
fashion, The effect is rather startling at 
first listen; but by the second go-round it 
starts to { nd alter а while it 


won't let go. 


dint 1 Good to You 
gs almost all of them falsetto 


ab you 
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The Bacardi rum is ready, and you're invited! Parties where every guest can have his own 
Big, bold highballs. Light and sassy Daiquiris. favorite drink and no two alike! That's light, 
Cool tonics and colas. Magnificently dry mar- mellow, "mixable" Bacardi rum. That's the 
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FOR THE SHEER EASE OF GIVING, 
nothing beats PLAYBOY, the merriest 
gift under any man's tree. And you can 
place your order from where you sit, 
begin a full year of pleasure for deserv- 
ing friends with just a pen. No rushing 
about, no checking on sizes, looking for 
hard-to-find clerks. And PLAYBOY is 
easy on your gift fund, too. 


SAUCY SNOW BELLE announces your 
gift. Lovely Lisa Baker, PLAYBOY's 
Playmate of the Year, brings the word of 
your great gift via the unique full-color 
card you see below—timed to arrive for 
decorative display. We sign it as you di- 
rect or send it along to you for personal 
presentation. Just tell us. 


A DOZEN DELIGHTS, like Play- 
mate Anne Randall at the left, win 
approval every month. The first un- 
folds in a 13/6d.January issue which 
begins your gift and arrives well 
before the St. Nick of time. The 
double-sze December issue, also a 
13/6d. value, adds lustre to the end. 


THE ULTIMATE PACKAGE. Year 
long, PLAY BOY entertains your friends 
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Give 


good reading. It sparkles with the unfor- 
gettable and the imaginative: 


* award-winning fact and fiction by 
men like Saul Bellow, Herbert Gold, 
Irwin Shaw, Ray Bradbury and 
Norman Mailer, to name but a few. 

* PLAYBOY Interviews with promi- 
nent personalities, revealing them 
as never revealed before. 

• success ideas, business tips and 
trends from J. Paul Getty. 

* cartoon humor from Silverstein, 
Gahan Wilson, Interlandi, Sokol 
and Dedini; Little Annie Fanny. 

• pictorial essays uncovering the 
world's reigning beauties. 

* the best in food and drink, male 
fashions, jazz and pop, to bring the 
good life to all on your gift list. 
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34/10/04. for each 1-year gift of the Best 
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Sex is onc of the major topics of dis- 
cussion of a campus protest group to 
which ] belong, but it's turning into a 
tough thing to talk about. It seems that 
after participating im rhe more involved. 
discussions, we sometimes become terri- 
bly stimulated and, in fact, our sessions 
often deteriorate into orgies. I would like 
10 know how we can discuss important 
sexual problems without this outcome.— 
C. L, Nashville, Tennessee. 

We're glad that your hot-blooded dis- 
cussion group hasn't taken on something 
serious such as capital punishment or the 
war in Vietnam: the campus would be a 
shambles. If you really want to keep the 
talk from developing into action, you'll 
have to find some other outlet for your 
excess energies, like wriling pul-on letters 
to magazines. Or has that occurred to you. 
already? 


ММ... 1 was on a picnic this past sum 
mer, a strange thing happened: The 
bottled beer 1 was drinking tasted OK 
when J first opened it, but after a few 
minutes it developed an odd, "skunky" 
Havor and was virally undrinkable 
I've mentioned the experience to friends 
and the consensus is that 1 must have 
been drunk. I wasn't; and even if I were, 
it still doesn't explain why the beer 
aged flavor. Any ideas:—T. D., Min- 
polis, Minnesota. 

The phenomenon you describe can 
occur when beer—either bottled or in a 
glass—is exposed to strong sunlight. On 
your next outing, drink faster, sip in the 
shade or confine your quaffing to a 


canned brew. 


АМ, sclationship with a young Iady— 
Im a 25year-old junior executive—has 
progressed satisfactorily through six 
months of steady dating, except for one 
thing: Although she satisfies me physi- 
cally and is a wonderful conyersationalist, 
she refuses to verbalize her feelings to- 
ward me. Being affectionate and senti- 
mental by nature, I mention my feelings 
about her at appropriate times; but not 
only does she ignore my endearments, she 
seems annoyed by them, calls them un- 
necessary and trite and says she sees no 
point in discussing emotions. I really like 
her and she clearly likes me, She certainly 
enjoys my company and communicates 
her affection physically. But 1 feel some- 
thing is missing. Can you explain her 
actions and give me some hints as to how 
to handle the situation?—H, P., San 
Francisco, California. 

There could be any number of expla- 
nations for your girl's reticence, It could 
stem from embariassment at talking 
about deep emotions, from a family 


background in which strong feelings 
were not expressed. or simply, as she 
says, because she finds romantic conver- 
sation trite. It’s also possible that she’s 
just not ready to commit herself 10 a seri- 
ous relationship (al her age, that seems 
neither implausible nor unwise). In any 
case, forcing the issue is a sure wry lo 


put an end to an otherwise satisfying re- 
lationship. Depending on the importance 
to you of this association versus your de- 
sire for verbal expressions of affection, 
you'll either have to lean to be satisfied 
with her physical demonsiraliveness or 
find someone who is willing to match her 
actions with words. 


Recenuy 


and 1 were discussing which school has 
played in the most bowl games since 
1900. My friends say Alabama, but I 
say Mississippi. Who is correct? —R. H., 
Albany, New York. 

Your friends. Alabama holds the all- 
time attendance. championship, with 20 
howl-game appearances. The runners-up 
include: Georgia Tech (18), Mississippi 
and Texas (15 each), Southern California 
and Tennessee (14 each), LSU (13) and 
TCU (12). 


a group of office associates 


WI, wife thas just had her second baby 
and again, as tradition dictates, 1 passed. 
out cigars to friends and co-workers. 
How did this custom begin? p. 
China Lake, California. 

Although the smoking oj rolled tobac- 
co leaves originated with the Indians in 
this hemisphere before Columbus arrived. 
cigars refined enough to be given in 
friendship were not introduced to the 
Colonies until 1762, when they were im- 
ported by General Israel Putnam on his 
relurn from service with the British forces 
occupying Havana. By virtue of the 
pleasure they gave, and their тату, 
ihey were soon established as a fitting 
part of any special male gathering—at 
the reunion of old friends, in their clubs 
and at the closing of business deals. At 
the same time—especially in rural or 
frontier America, where a son meant an 


eventual extra. hand for chares—it was 
natural for the father and his friends to 
celebrate the birth of a boy with the 
masculine pleasure of a good smoke. To 
day, of course, cigars are not vare, and 
the custom now marks the birth of either 
a boy ora 


irl. Bul the gesture carries 
the same general. meaning—"Share my 
happiness.” 


INlo long after my divorce, which was a 
year ago, 1 entered into a brief affair 
with a girl who had been a business 


THE 
100 
PROOF 
WATCH 


CROTON 
CHRONOMASTER 


Proves 100 Ways It’s 
The World’s Busiest Watch! 
Skindiver’s watch. Yachting 
timer. Tachometer. 12 hr. pilot's 
recorder. Split-second timer. 
Time out stopwatch. Doctor's 
watch. Time-zone watch. A great 
regular watch! It's a completely 
new kind of watch entirely! 
$100. Write for free fact book to 
Dept. P-10, Croton Watch Co., 
Inc., Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y. 
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HI-NECK! 
PERMANENT PRESS! 
CLUB STRIPES! 


The newest "IN" lock: the mock-turtleneck. 
shirt, crisply accented with smart club 
stripes. Trimly styled for that lean, atl 
letic look. Rich, beefy, all-cotton knit is 
PERMANENT PRESS . . . no ironing required! 
Ruggedly tailored for long, hard wear. In. 
striking shades of Sapphire Blue, Spruce. 
Green, Redwood and Gold. S-M-L-XL 


ASK AT YOUR FAVORITE STORE, OR WRITE 


ROBERT REIS AND CO. 


350 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. N.Y. 10001 


One for ale, one for 
u coffee...cheers to 

® the good life! Play- 
boy-designed mugs set spirits 
soaring. With our frolicking Fem- 
lin in white kicking up her heels 
on black ceramic. Code MM319: 
22-02. Playboy Beer Mug, $5 ppd; 
Code MM320: 10-oz. Playboy Cof- 
fee Mug, $2.50 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: Playboy 
roducts, Playboy Building, 919 N, Mich- 
igan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60011. Playboy Club 
credit keyholders may charge to their keys. 


acquaintance. During my marriage, al- 
though I was only in my late 305, I had 
noticed a loss of sexu interest. and. 
capacity. But I performed marvelously 
with this new girl—at first. However, 
fter only a few months, L found my de- 
sire for her fading. Fortunately for my 
self-esteem, I got involved with another 
girl about the same time and experi 
enced the rebirth of my sexual powers 
all over again. The same pattern has re- 
peated itsell with four girls since then, 
and I'm getting a little scared. Am I ca- 
joying sex only with a new 
1? Am I condemned to a lifetime of 
promiscuity? I want eventually to enter 
ito a deep, loving, lasting relationship. 
h one woman, and I don't like the 
directi: n which I scem to be headed.— 
J. H., New Orleans, Louisiana. 

It ds common for recently divorced 
men and women to lose faith in their 
sexual prowess, and many of them at- 
tempt lo restore their self-confidence by 
entering into a series of casual liaisons. 
It's quite natural for these relationships 
to lose their intensity quickly, and their 
casualness docs not necessarily indicate 
that the participants are suffering from 
serious emotional failings, Morton Hunt 
comments, in “The World of the For- 
merly Married": “The act of sex without 
love is most exhilarating when the part- 
ner is unfamiliar and when the first 
physical intimacy stimulates or substi- 
tutes for a more profound inlimac 
when, in short, sex without love serves as 
a temporary substitute for love itself.” 

This is a phase of self-rediscovery 
through which you are passing and is not 
likely to turn into a way of life if, as you 
indicate. you have a sincere desire lo 
find something deeper and more lasting. 
Hunt goes on to say, “Some experts 
counsel against the use of casual sex . . . 
but the evidence is impressive that when 
used with moderation it does, indeed, 
restore confidence, aid the work of repair 
and growth and ready the ЕМ [formerly 
married] for the discovery of his or her 
own larger needs.” 


С... you tell me how to make a Navy 
ор cocktaili—P. S., Austin, T 
Over a healthy scoop of cracked ice, 
A ounce each lime juice, grape- 
fruit juice and simple syrup with 1 
ounce each Jamaican rum, Puerto Rican 
rum, Demerara rum and club soda. Pack 
more cracked ice around a straw placed 
in a H-ounce grog glass, add the mix- 
ture, sit back, imbibe and smile. 


EMI, эта with a married woman whose 
husband is with the Army in Vietnam is 
about to lead to a crisis. From the start, I 
have felt extremely guilty about being 
involved. with a Serviceman's wife, but 
the fact is I love her very much and she 
loves me. She's been married two years, 
during most of which time her husband 


has been away; now he's about to come 
home. What should I do?—F. R., Boise, 
Idaho. 

“When in doubt what should be 
done,” said England's Lord Melbourne, 
“do nothing." Cool it, baby—at least un. 
til your friend makes up her mind about 
her marriage. Once she's Iegally free (if 
that's what she chooses), you can resume 
your relationship. But if she decides to 
give her marriage another go, it would 
be prudent—as well as ethical—for you 
10 retire Lo the side lines, 


MI, probie: intimate one. I have 
ed a number of boys since enrolling 
п college. and all insist on рец 
some insist on going all the way. I must 
admit that I have given in to a number 
of these boys Most of the time, it is 
from being highly stimulated cither by 
my date or by liquor, or by a comb; 
tion of both. I need some advice on ho 
to control myself during petting. Is there 
some way | can turn off my desires at 
the proper moment?—Miss D. L., Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island. 

None that we know of. We suggest 
that you be more selective in your choice 
of dates and that you invest your time in 
building a relationship with опе penon 
at a timc—somcone whom you both like 
and find sexually attractive, You'll then 
be able to “give in" with much more 
pleasure and much less agonizing re 
appraisal the next morning. 


V am getting married soon and my girl 


and I would like a unique ceremony. The 
idea we like best is having it performed by 
the captain aboard the liner 5, S. Franc 


Is this possible? And, if so, what 
ngements must be made and what pro- 
cedures must be followed?—-T. M., San. 
Francisco, Californ 
We hate to torpedo your plans, but 
the nuptial knot is no longer tied aboard 
the ships of any major lines. Indeed, the 
caplains of the French Line have never 
had authority from the Fiench govern- 
ment lo perform shipboard weddings. 


ММ... dining out with my girl and her 
folks 


Yor! 


last week, I lit my girl's cigarette 
h the ornate the table. 
Here’s the problem: Her father said that 
it was a gauche thing to do. Е disagree. 
Who is right?—N. 5. University Park. 
Pennsylvania. 

Her father—but it was gauche of him 
to mention it. 


[К< a civilian either is drafted or volun 
tecrs for military duty, is he legally ent 
ing discharged? 


Under most conditions, yes. You'll find 
the complete low-down in “Field Letter 


No. 20,” a brochure issued by the Bureau 
of Veterans: Re-employment Rights, avail- 
able at your local draft board, 


ІМТ, wic and 1 have been married for 
пу and although we were both 
raised as Jews, 1 can vouch for the f 
that neither of us has been inside а s 
gogue since the day we were man 
Nevertheless, religion has suddenly reared 
its head around our happy household— 
with an able assist hom my equally un 
welcome mother-in-law. The problem 
centers on our three-year-old son. My 
wiles mother—a devout convert to 
n Science—maintains that the 
child should be raised in her faith rather 
than none. I don't agree. But my wife 
still believes in the existence of some sort 
of Supreme Being and sides against me 
in this matter, Do you feel that 1 should 
stand up for my atheist principles, or 
allow my son to be exposed to the theo 
logical “myths” of some organized con- 
ion2—R. M., New York, New York. 

You should stand your ground, for 
several reasons. The crux of the matter, 
of course, is not what will satisfy your 
mother-in-law but what will benefit 
your son. We don't think a child can ma- 
ture property unless he is able to identify 
with his parents, especially with the par- 
ent of the same sex. If something as eru- 
cial as religion stands between you and 
your son, he may well be in trouble, Fur- 
thermore, the implication of your mother- 
in-laws argument is that any religion 
is beiter than none. We don't agree. 
Nonbelief in a Supreme Being is just as 
sorthy of respect as belief, particularly 
when it involves a view of ethics, movalt- 
iy and society that has been evolved 
after a questioning and rejection of one’s 
inherited ieligion. Finally, there is the 
question of ethuic identity—as opposed 
to religious faith. Santayana said, “There 
is no God, but Mary is His mother,” in- 
dicating both his nonbelie[ and his prej- 
erence for his tholic inheritance. We 
sine you feel the same about your 
Jewish background; since it would be 
wasteful to deny this rich heritage to 
your son, give him the opportunity to be 
what you yourself are—a Jew by birth, 
an atheist by choice. If, as he matures, he 
develops an interest in religion (of any 
Јам or denomination), he may then de- 
cide for himself which spiritual path—if 
«пупе wishes to follow. 


All reasonable questions—from fash- 
jon, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
10 dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 
—will be personally answered if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Mich- 
igan Ave. icago, Hlinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages cach month. 


“refreshingly different" 


English 
Leather, 


хм 


The new, exciting scent for men— 
a fresh, completely new fragrance 
note that lasts and lasts! 


AFTER SHAVE $2.50, $4.50 

COLOGNE $3.00, $5.00 

AEROSOL DEODORANT $1.50 

E SHOWER SOAP ON A CORD $2.00 
мыс RUBDOWN EODY LOTION $3.00 
e DEODORANT STICK $1.25 
SPRAY COLOGNE $2.50 

GIFT SETS $3.75 to $9.50 


€ MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, NJ. 


These are Corbin exclusive 
Country Harvest Trousers 


Country Harvest is a handsome, soft, yet 
hardy, fabric in a variety of plaids, district 
checks, herringbones and interesting mixtures. 
The distinctive colourings capture the feel and 
warmth and look of the fall harvest season. 

See them now at your Corbin store. 


Corbin trousers — from $20 to $35. 
Ladies slacks are also available. 


Gentlemen's trousers and walking shorts by 


CORBIN, IM _ 


385 Filth Avenue, New York, New Yorh 10016 
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Shearling lined anti-freeze, $18.95 


Bates Floaters? 
present 


“Boots for All Seasons” 
(Don't miss these rrrrrreally great shoes!) 


Bates Shearling Lined Boots will be worn by Unlined year ‘rounder, $16.95 
the 1968 United States Winter Olympic Team. 


Floater? Knock-a-Boots at all fine stores. 
Bates Floaters® Leisure Footwear & Bates Process®. — 
Patent No. 2815589 


ATES SHOE COMPANY + WEBSTER, MASSACHUSETTS 


PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


IF YOU'RE PLANNING a ski trip to Can- 
ada at Christmastime, this is the year to 
avoid crowds congregating at the domin- 
ion’s popular eastern resorts. In the west- 
ern province of Alberta, Canada’s two 
ional parks—Jasper and 
Banfi—ofler the visitor slopes as chal- 
lenging as any in North America 

Jasper National Park, our northern 
neighbor's second-largest (more than 4200 
square miles, provides unusually long 
downhill runs typical of the Canadian 
Rockies; one Jasper ski course drops 
4000 feet along a five-mile range. Jasper's 
slalom sites are in the Whistler Moun- 
tain and Marmot Basin arca, but you'll 
want to try cross-country skiing here as 
well: Scenic Maligne Lake, ringed by 
snow-capped peaks, is just far enough off 
the established wails to make for an exci 
ing afternoon of exploration. Although 
accommodations in western Canada often 
tend tovard the Spartan, Whistlers Motor 
Hotel—with two estimable eateries—is 
stylishly comfortable. 

Like Jasper, Banff National Park is a 
multifarious mecca for the winter sports- 
man: Skiing, skating, sleighing, curling, 
tobogganing and mountain 
combine to fill out a nonstop action vaca- 
tion. One Banff ski run is reached via the 
steepest chairlift ride in North America 
—rising 1300 feet over a distance of 3240 
feet. One of your first stops at Banff 
should be at the spectacular ski jump at 
Mount Norquay, where many of Canada’s 
most proficient practitioners of the sport 
are in attendance. And at nearby Sulphur 
Mountain, you'll be able to swim in hot 
sulphur pools, no matter how low the 
temperature dips. Don't be surprised 
when you glimpse the poolside parade of 
finely filled bikinis; great-looking girls 
travel here from all over Canada and 
many parts of the U. S. to sample Banff's 
sporting life. You'll mcet more than your 
share by putting up at the Voyager Inn; 
after an après-ski aperitil, squire your 
new-found friend to Вапу Rimrock Ho- 
tel, where steak reaches gustatorial peaks, 

Lake Louise, situatcd in Banff, is one 
of Canada's most romantic retreats, Close 
by the lake, seven ski lifts help keep 
the slopes uncrowded. (The most lu: 
urious of these—a sedan lift on adjacent 
Mount Whitehorn—spans two miles) 
Sunshine Village, BanlFs latest sporting 
attraction, lies adjacent to three newly 
developed ski 

Ski novices will want to avail them- 
selves of the five-lesson beginner's course 
at Banff and Jasper; total charge is less 
than $15. And if you've neglected to 
bring your gear, а set of skis, poles and 
boots rents for under seven dollars a day. 

From Lake Louise, you'd be well ad- 


vised to continue your ski odyssey by 
flying southwest to Cal Mam- 
moth Mountain, Located in the Golden 
State's High Sierras, Mammoth is quickly 
becoming one of the West’s most fre- 
quented winter playgrounds. The second 
level of a gondola lift, «oon to be com- 
pleted, will transport. 1200 skiers an hour 
to the mountain’s 11.000-foot crest. 

At Mammoth’s Long Valley airstrip, 
take a plane to Southern California's 
fabled resort of Palm Springs; where sun 
and snow sports can be enjoyed more 
luxuriously than anywhere else in Amer- 
іса. At Chrismas, Palm Springs wel- 
comes an influx of collegians from Los 
Angeles—little more than a two-hour 
drive away—most of whom quickly head 
for the slopes at Mount San Jacinto, on 
the outskirts of town. After making the 
morning ski scene, ride a mile and a 
half from the center of Palm Springs to 
Tahquitz Falls, where swimming and 
horseback riding compete with the sca- 
son's action attraction: driving through 
the desert in dune buggies -automobiles 
specially outfitted for sand roving. 
the evening, you'll want to stroll along 
Palm Canyon Drive (you can't really 
miss the Drive: It’s the street with 1200 
lighted palm trees). And after boutique 
browsing, drop into Palm Springs’ der- 
vishlike discotheques, 1. J's and Howard 
Manor, where such stars as Laurence 
Harvey, Steve McQueen, David Janssen 
and Peter Lawford are apt to put in an 
appearance. 

Flying cast from Palm Springs, you 
might head next for New Mexico, where 
shine skiing has established the state 
n irresistible stop for schussing 


as 
sportsmen. Taos Ski Valley offers a wide 


variety of ski trails: and 19 miles away. 
the village of Taos supports a thriving art 
colony and a number of surprisingly su- 
perior restaurants. Chief among these is 
La Юойа Luz which, anomalously 
enough, serves up superb French cuisine 
in an adobe ambiance. 

At least three other sites in New 
Mexico should be savored before you 
end your ski safari, At the Red River Ski 
Area, c miles of trails vie with the 
region's seasonal lure for anglers: ice 
fishing for trout. The Sandia Peak SI 
Area, reached by aerial tramway from 
Albuquerque, is especially auractive at 
Christmas, when coveys of vacationing 
coeds from the University of New Mexico 
brighten the local scene. And the Sangre 
de Cristo ski basin is only a 20-minute 
drive from the second oldest city in the 
U.S—historic Santa Fe. 

For furtherinformation writeto Playboy 
Reader Service, Playboy Building, 919 
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. 


Listen! 


Which comes 
first when you 
buy your hi-fi 
components? 


It probably doesn’t matter how 
you go about it as long as you 
end up with: 


1. Compatible components. 


2. A system that sounds 
good to you. 


Tt makes sense to start with 
the loudspeakers. In many 
ways, the speakers you choose 
will greatly determine the 


quality of sound that your sys- 
tem is capable of delivering. 


The spcaker system should 
be tailored to the listening 
area. If you do this first, it 
can guide you in the selection 
of the other components— 
tuner, amplifier, record player 
or tape recorder. 


Obviously, you'll want to put 
the whole system together and 
hear the sound before you 
leave your dealer’s showroom. 


One word of caution. Don’t 
skimp on speaker quality. 
You can’t hide poor quality 
speakers in a system. Sooner 
or later you'll hear the dif. 
ference. 


Your Jensen dealer will help 
you put together a balanced 
hi-fi system—one that sounds 
good to you. Stop in today and 
listen. 


e 
Jensen 


Jensen Manufacturing Division, The Muter Company 
6601 South Laramie Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60638 
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Permanently pressed охіога slacks of 50% 
styling in swinging colors, sizes 28-42. Under 


Fortrel polyester/ 50% cotton. Ivy 
.00. For more information, write: 


Campus Sweater & Sportswear, 3955 Euclid Avenue, Cleveland, Ohio 44115. 


Fortrel®is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc. — Celanesee 


сша {© тн. 


Ада a fiber from Celanese and good things get better 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy” 


PROVOCATIVE PLAYBOY 
You're doing a most exciting and pro 
осие job in The Playboy Forum. 
Keep it up! 
Harold M. Hodges, Chairman 
Department of Sociology 
and Anthropology 
San Jose State College 
an Jose, California 


SEDUCING SOCIALISTS 
Maybe PLAYBOY is the answer to the 
Cold War. A Pentagon correspondent 
recently told me of visiting Vostok. the 
Russian scientific station in Antarctica, 
with a Navy commander, The сот. 
mander took along three past issues of 
PLAYBOY, which he traded to the Rus- 
sians for fur hat. some leather boots 
and a case of vodka. "Hell," he said, “if T 
had had enough copies of rravnov with 
me, I could have gotten the whole base.” 
Is this what С 
“Russian revisionism”? 
Joseph Willet 
Washington, D. 


airman Mao means by 


ADULTERY AS THERAPY 

Perhaps some of your readers would 
be interested in my experience, which is 
similar to that of the married woman 
from Allentown, Pennsylvania (The 
Playboy Forum, July). 

I was the inhibited product of a nar- 
row, puritanical upbringing. In spite of 
my husband's longsuilering attempts to 
fre 


me from the sexual limitations of my 
background, we never seemed to get 
anywhere; I did not really enjoy sex. Fi 
nally, 
10 accept an opportunity for an exu 
marital sexual experience. I cannot ex- 
plain how or why, but somehow the 
prospect of going to bed with another 
man released the рома but long- 
buried feclings within me, which I had 
previously been unable to uncover. This 
immediately made a revolutionary dif- 
ference in my relations with my 
band. It was as though we had found 
the key to a door that had been locked 
shut. 

Now, more than two years after my 


s а Tast resort, he persuaded me 


hus- 


first extramarital experience, 1 enjoy 
sex tremendously. I might add that I ат 
a responsible mother, care for my home 


ion 


ind family, hold a profes 
and am active in community 
(Name withheld by request) 
Cambridge, 


1 position 


Massachusetts 


MARRIAGE AND MORALS 

In the July Playboy Forum 
Allentown 
vania, told of her extramarital 


mous woman from Pennsyt 


adventurcs, 


which were approved of by her husband. 
T have extended these same privileges to 
my wife since 1955. Interesting discov- 
cries and unexpected good to all con- 
cerned have accrued over these happy 
years. 

In the carly Thirties, I heard Bertrand 
Russell assailed from a Methodist pulpit 
for his support of extramarital sex. 1 
have yet to discover one detactor of 
Russell’s who approaches his intellectual 
stature. 


C. Allen 
Dallas, Texas 


STEPPING OUT FOR FUN AND PROFIT 

1 read with great interest the July 
Playboy Forum leuer entiled “Love 
from a Stranger." What your Allentown. 
writer describes is also practiced here in 
Detroit, where girls engage in extra- 
marital relationships with the expressed 
consent of their husbands, both for pleas 
ure and to help out family finances. 

We moved into a residential section of 
Detroit about a year and a half ago. We 
have two fine children and my husband 
has a good position paying $10,500 a 
year, but we (and this gocs for three 
neighboring families that | know of) 
would still be in a small apartment if Í 
had not enjoyed a little extramarital 
work. 1 say "enjoyed" because I truly got 
pleasure from my excursions то nearby 
motels. During the course of а year, with 
one or two trips a month, I ma 


aged to 


car enough money to help with a large 
down payment on a new home, and I've 
ly toward 
the amortization of our mortgage 

I originally started going to bed with 
other men strictly t0 get extra money. 
Now, however, I do this for pleasure a 
well. As the girl hom Allentown said, it 
releases the tension of being cooped up 
and gives one a chance to get away from 
family responsibilities. 1 would encour- 
any young married girl to find her- 
sell an occasional extramarital partner, 
because the satisfaction that comes from 
knowing that other men are attracted to 
her will improve her morale 100 percent. 

Three years ago I would never have 
considered looking at another man, but 
after learning that many of the other 
girls were doing it, I wied it, I was 
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— 
prestige 
forthe pack 


Playboy's unique cigarette box. A 
flick of the finger, cigarette flips 
up. Ingenious addendum for home 
or office. Finest workmanship in 
natural finish solid American wal- 
nut, Holds a full pack, regular or 
king. Order by Gode MM325, 
$12.50 ppd. (sans cigarettes). 


Shall we enclose a gift card їп your name? 
Send check ог money order to: Playboy 
Products, Playboy Building. 919 N. Michi- 
gan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. Playboy Club 
credit keyholders may charge to their keys. 
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For The Man Who 
Wants The World's 
Most Advanced 
Stereo Receiver, But 
Refuses To Build 

It Himself ... 


The Heathkit? AR-15 Is 
Now Factory Assembled. 


Expertsagree it's the world's mest advanced. 
All solid-state. Integrated circuits. Crystal 
filters. AM/FM Stereo. 150 watts music 
power. Ultra-sensitive FET FM Tuner. Pos- 
itive circuit protection. “Black Magic" panel 
lighting. Also available in kit form for extra 
savings, Get full details in FREE catalog. 


Assembled ARW-15, (less cab.). 34 Ibs. $499.50 
Kit AR-15, (less cab.). 34 Ibs. -$329.95 
АЕ-16 Wrap-Around Walnut Cabinet.10 Ibs. $19.95 
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ashamed and cried a lot when I first 
came home; but when I thought it over, 
I realized that I had actually enjoyed 
the experience. I would not айу 
to try this without her husband's con 
sent; that can only lead to disaster. 
withheld by request) 
Detroit, Micl 
This houscwife's solution to the prob. 
lem of tight mortgage money and high 
interest vales is not one we'd universally 
recommend. 


FORBIDDEN FRIENDSHIPS 

The theologians who participated in 
the June Playboy Panel on Religion and 
the New Morality seemed to me to be a 
little rigid on the subject of extramarital 
sex. I am the wife of a former minister 
and feel that it is normal for a woman to 
continue to have friendships with other 
nen alter she is married. 
These friendships may have erotic 
overtones, but they need not go so far as 
adultery. The members of the Panel did 
not consider the possibility that а man 
and a woman, cach happily ma 
someone else, can have a relationship that 
nglul and positive, Yet I 
of several such relationships tbat h 
to be curied on in secrecy because of 
society's disapproval. 


Helen Martin 
Evanston, Illinois 


MORALITY AND PERSONALITY 

The June Playboy Panel on Religion 
and the New Morality was fustrate, a 
presentation of a vital issue. It is rare 
that the reader has so many fine minds 
and so broad a spectrum of viewpoints 


available to him. 
It is becoming increasingly clear that 
“the new morality" is the flowering of 


a basic concept ol the sacredness of 
human personality, which realizes itself 
through the fundamental value of love. 
Your panelists made this clear, in that 
cach of them refused to prejudge 
tions in which sex is involved. 

The Rev. Н. Paul Osborne 
iot Unitarian Church 
Wichita, Kansas 


SIN OF SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS 

I read with interest the June Playboy 
Panel on Religion and the New Morality. 
I believe God's clear law for us is that 
there should be no sexual intercourse 
outside of age, though I may be 
wrong in my understanding. 

This we do We 
ners and we must nor judge onc 
There are many sins more te 
adultery or lechery—such as selright- 
cousness. of which we all are guilty. We 
are fellow sinners, in need of undeserved 
ace and forgiveness and of the new 
birth that only God in Christ can giv 

The Rev. Mebane Ramsay 
Roswell, New Mexico 
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know: 


LIBERALS AND LESBIANS 


It is heartening to know that the 
church is beginning to approach sex 
rational complete sexual 


objectivity on the part of the clergy will 
be a long time coming. Even the liberal 
theologians who participated in the June 


Playboy Panel displayed deep-seated 
prejudices. These are representative 
ements on homosexuality. made by 


Rabbi Rubenstein, Bishop Pike and Dr 
respectively: “I wouldn't consider 
homose иу either fulfilling or an 
adult kind of sexual relationship"; “We 
should try to help him free himself 
would want to try to convince homo- 
sexuals that they're missing something.” 
active homosexual (or 
Lesbian, if you prefer) for seven years. 
Speaking for myself, I don't want to be 
“free.” nor do 1 feel 1 am "missing some- 
thing; and I resent being told that my 
form of love is not "adu 
(Name withheld by request) 
Сома Mesa, California 


HOMOSEXUALITY AND MANHOOD 

I would like to address a few words 10 
the homosexual Serviceman whose letter 
appeared in the June Playboy Forum: 

I. хоо. have known since my teens that 
1 am homosexual and, like you, have 
spent my Ше, until very recently, as а 
secular monk. At the heart of all our 
problems is the ingrained belief that, 
being homosexual, we are not men. 1 
have never met a homosexual who was 


not im some way delensive about him 
sel, though the defense takes many 
forms. As vour def you say: “I de 


te men. I do not act, look or 
feel clfeminate. L am not а kookie mu: 
Gan or artist. Nor do I have long hair, 
r clothing or a Tsp” Open 
cileminacy, as you may not realize, is a 
form of defiance that takes great cour 
age. And, as long as you feel compelled 
10 reject the image of the "kookie musi- 
cian" (forgive me for being stung by that 
—l am a composer, although my hair is 
of moderate length and I. don't lisp) 
being alien to you. you are going to be 
unhappy. In your defensiveness, behind 
your own personal w 
evolved а meaningless and crippling pic 
ture L 
To me, a man is some 
accepts it and spends his life 
e the most of it. By that 
al men are perhaps the 
ity group, but there is 
nothing in your or my homosexuality 
that necessarily excludes us from. it. 
Lew Norion 
Los Angeles, California 
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CHURCH-STATE SEPARATION 

І agree with Profesor Fink's conten. 
tion in the July Playboy Forum that it 
is not the task of the public schools to 
provide students with devotional oppor 
tunities. Why do so many parents expect 


the schools to do what so dearly is their 
own privilege and responsibility—to pro- 
vide their children’s religious cducation? 
In the U. S, religion is an cleaiv 
а required course in good citizenship 

Our founding fathers purposely ex- 
cluded established state religion from the 
society they were structuring. They and 
their recent ancestors had endured the 
fearful oppressions of church-state power. 
Separation of church and state is the 
only way to secure maximum freedom 
lor both laity and cler dom to 
speak out with critical and creative force 
on any topic. 

Along these lines, I propose that 
military chaplains get out of uniform 
and that they be paid by the denomina- 
is hey are supposed to represent, 
ey tan by the Government. Only by 
g themselves of miliay tics 
salaries will they be free to function 
men of God and 10 discuss war 
tal affairs with honesty. 
ion, if we are to h 
uninllienced by religion, we should е 
the nonsense of ministers’ praying. ov 
Federal and state legislators and apy 
l figures at the 
nching of battleships and the dedica- 
tion of public buildings, When this sort 
of foolishness ends, the clergy may gain 
more of the respect they desive. 

The Rev. Stephen Н. Fritchman 
First Unitarian Church 
Los Angeles, California 


TAXING THE CHURCH 

By labeling Bishop Pike “America 
T PLAYBOY 
der an casy 
sing Pike's views on 
taxation of churches (eLavwoy, April) 
Actually, his views are not so heretical 
as some might assume. 

In early 1965, 1 surveyed approxi 
mately 10,000 Protestant clergymen across 
the nation, soliciting their views on 
г of issues. The taxation of 
ligious organizations was one of the is 
sues raised in the study. Clergymen were 
asked to agree or disagree with this 
statement: “I have some sympathy with 
the position that tax exemption for 
churches should be climinated 

Sympathizers with Bishop Pike's views 
constitue a substantial segment of the 
Protestant dergy. In the six U.S. denomi 
nations that 1 studied (American Baptist, 
American Lutheran, Episcopal, Method 
ist, Missouri Synod and Presbyterian), 42 
percent of the clergy agreed with the 
statement. An additional 20 percent re- 
pored that they “probably agreed.” 
Thus, 62 percent of the clergy are not 
rigidly committed ıo tax exemption for 
organized. religion. 

As might be expected, opinions on this 
maiter vary considerably according to de 
nomination and the clergyman's age 
Sixty-three percent of the Presbyterians, 
as compared with 32 percent of the 

(continued on page 155) 


most controversial church 
has given the hostile 
avenue for di 
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Gilbey's Vodka 


VODKA, £0 PROOF. DIST. FROM 100% CRAIN. W. & A. GILBEY, LTD, CINN., 0- DISTR. BY NAT'L DIST. PROD. CO. PRODUCT DF U. S. A, 


SPORTSWEAH 


Big and bold 
wide-track cables 


Alps features a striking 
array of big bold cables, 


jumbo fisherman knits 
and rough textured 
homespun tweeds— 
all with the 

hand knit look. 


The Cornell 
Big bold crew neck 
wide track cables, 
65% Wool-35% 
polyester, machine 
washable. About $22. 
At all fine stores. 


ALPS SPORTSWEAR Mfg. Co., Inc. 
Lawrence, Massachusetts 01840 
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” Announcing the most important sale in MG history... 4 $ 
Р c 
а 
2 THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY + 3 
Li 
a 
А 
Right now MG dealers across the have all the extras MGB/GT's come with plus 
country are commemorating the anniversary а special anniversary package. 
of the first popular-priced authentic GT— Only 1,000 First Anniversary 
the MGB/GT. MGB/GT Specials will be available in the entire 
In honor of the occasion, they're offering U.S.A. So don't wait. 
MGB/GT's in a special edition. Each one will See your MG dealer before he runs out. 
THIS SPECIAL ANNIVERSARY |... PLUS ALL THESE EXTRAS 
PACKAGE FREE... AT NO EXTRA COST ON EVERY MGB/GT: 
Official plaque in full color designating Large electric tachometer ‘4-speed gear box with 011 cooler 
the GT as one of only 1,000 Specials. and full sports car Instrumentation. short throw stick shift. foc ES 
М. 
Biggs 
Twin S.U. Fully adjustable 
carburetors for English leather 
quick acceleration. bucket seats. 
60-spoke 
conti eck pal 
Retail value over $904 
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MGB Convertible, MG Midget, and Austin Healey Sprite also available. See your MG/Austin Healey Dealer Now. 


manor woes JIM GARRISON 


a candid conversation with the embattled district 


On February 17, 1967, the New 
Orleans States-leem broke a story that 
would electrify the world—and hurl 
district attorney Jim Garrison into a 
bitter fight for his political life. An enter- 
prising reporter, cheching vouchers filed 
with the city by the district attorney's 
office, discovered that Garrison had spent 
over $8000 investigating the assassina- 
tion of President Kennedy. “Has the 
district attorney discovered valuable 
additional evidence,” the States Item 
asked editorially, “or is he merely saving 
some interesting new information that 
will gain for him exposure in а national 
magazine?” Stung, Garrison counter- 
attacked, confirming that an inquiry into 
Kennedy’s assassination was under way 
and charging that the States-Item’s “wre- 
sponsible” revelation “has now created a 
problem for us in finding witnesses and 
getting cooperation from other witnesses 
and in at least one case has endangered 
the life of a witnes 

On February 18, newsmen from all 
over the world converged on New Orleans 
to hear Garrison announce at a press 
conference: “We have been investigat- 
ing the role of the city of New Or- 
leans in the assassination of President 
Kennedy, and we have made some 
progress—1 think substantial progress. . . . 
Whats more, there will be arrests.” As 
reporters flashed news of Garrison's 
statement across the world, a 49-year-old 
w Orleans pilot, David Ferrie, told 
newsmen thot the district attorney had 


“To read the press accounts of my investi- 
gation, I'm a cross between Al Capone 
and Attila the Hun—bribing, threaten- 
ing innocent men. Anybody who employs 
those methods should be disbaned:* 


him “pegged as the getaway pilot in an 
elaborate plot to kill Kennedy.” Ferric, a 
bizarre figure who wore a flaming-red 
wig, false eyebrows and make-up to con- 
ceal burns he had suffered years before, 
denied any involvement in a conspiracy 
to kill the President. Garrison, he said, 
was out to frame him. Four days later, 
Ferrie was found dead in his shabby 
threc-room apartment in New Orleans, 
ostensibly of natural causes—though he 
left Uchind two suicide notes 

The press had greeted Garrison's ini- 
tial claims about a conspiracy with a 
measure of skepticism, but Fenie's death 
was front-page news around the world. 
Garrison broke his self-imposed silence 
to charge that Ferrie was “a man who, in 
my judgment, was one of history’s most 
important individuals" According to 
Garrison, “Mr. Ferrie was one of those 
individuals I had in mind when I said 
there would be arrests shortly. We had 
reached a decision to arrest him carly 
next week. Apparently we waited too 
long.” But Garrison vowed that Ferric's 
death would not halt his investigation, 
and added, “My staff and I solved the 
assassination weeks ago. I wouldn't say 
this if we didn’t have the evidence 
beyond a shadow of a doubt. We know 
the key individuals, the cities involved 
and how it was done.’ 

On March 1, Garrison eclipsed even the 
headlines from his previous press confer- 
ence by announcing the arrest of Clay 


1 

dA t 4 
“A number of the men who killed. the 
President were former employees of the 
CIA involved in its anti-Castro under- 
ground activities in the New Orleans area. 
The CIA knows their identity. So do 1.” 


attorney of new orleans 


Shaw, a wealthy New Orleans business- 
man and realestate developer, оп 
charges of conspiring to assassinate John 
F. Kennedy. One of New Orleans most 
prominent citizens, Shaw was а founder 
and director of the city's prestigious 
International Trade Mart from 1917 
to 1965, when he relired to devote his 
lime to playwriting and restoring his- 
toric homes in the old French Quarter. 
The day after Shaw's arrest, Garrison 
declared that “Shaw was none other 
than Clay Bertrand," the shadowy 
queen bee of the New Orleans homo- 
sexual underworld, who, according to 
attorney Dean Andrews’ testimony be- 
fore the Warren Commission, called 
him the day after the assassination and 
asked him to rush to Dallas to defend 
Oswald. Shaw heatedly denied his guilt: 
“I never heard of any plot and I never 
used any alias in my life.” But New Or- 
leans society, which had long counted 
Shaw one of its own, was stunned. 

On March 14, a panel of three judges 
heard Ganison’s сазе in a preliminary 
hearing to determine ij there was 
enough cvidence against Shaw to bring 
him to trial. Perry Raymond Russo, a 25- 
year-old life-insurance from 
Baton Rouge who had once been Ferrie's 
“roommate,” testified that in mid-Septem- 
ber of 1963, he had attended а mecting 
at Ferries apartment. where Shaw, Lee 
Harvey Oswald and Ferrie discussed 
means of assassinating the President in a 


salesman 


"President. Kennedy was killed for one 
reason: because he was working for a rec- 
onciliation with the U.S.S.R. and Castro's 
Cuba. His assassins were a group of fa- 
natic anti-Communists and Cuban exiles." 
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“triangulation of cross fire.” Garrison's 
second witness, Vernon Bundy, a 29- 
year-old former narcotics addict, testified 
that in the summer of 1963, he saw Shaw 
pass a sum of money 10 Lee Harvey Os- 
wald on the shore of Lake Pontchar- 


train. On March 17, after a four-day 
hearing, Judges Malcolm V. O'Hara, 


Bernard J. Bagert and Matthew 5. Bra- 
nif] ruled there was sufficient evidence to 
hold Clay Shaw for trial. Garrison's hand. 
was further strengthened on March 22, 
when a [2-member grand jury of promi- 
nent New Orleans citizens, empuneled to 
hear Garrison's case, also ruled there. 
were sufficient grounds to bring Shaw to 


court. Pending trial—which is scheduled 
10 begin sometime this month—Shavw 


was allowed to go free on $10.000 bail. 

The American press remained dubious 
about Garrison's ability to prove his 
charges in court, and domestic coverage 
of and commentary on the district attor- 
ney's case thereafter was, at best, low-key 
—at worst. contemptuous, But as News- 
week reported on March 20, “In Europe, 
where thousands. still cling lo the con- 
spiracy theory in spite of the Warren 
Commission's conclusion that Lee Har- 
vey Oswald acted alone . . . Garrison. 
and his investigation have been the stuff 
of page-one headlines.” “I'm encouraged 
by the support Europe is bringing m 
he told a ParisMatch reporter. “Every 
day, 1 receive letters and telegrams from 
all the capitals. Ive even had six tele- 
phone calls [rom Moscow.” One was from 
Literatur Gazeta, a prestigious. Mos- 
cow literary magazine, which ran an in- 
terview with Garrison concluding that 
there was a conspiracy to kill Kennedy 
but that Oswald "definitely wasn't the 
key figure in it^ 

Garrison also had his supporters in the 
U.S. Boston's Richard Cardinal Cushing, 
father-confessor to the Kennedy family, 
said of the New Orleans probe on March 
16:1 think they should follow it through. 
. .. 1 never believed that the assassina- 
tion was the work of one man” And 
Representative Roman Pucinski. an 
Hlinois Democrat, said: “I'm surprised 
more attention hasn't been paid to the 
ruling that Clay Shaw go on trial for par- 
licipating in a plot to assassinate Presi- 
dent Kennedy. These aren't. muis but 
three judges talking. H's a new ball 
game” Senator Russell Long of Louisi- 
апа also backed ир Gartison—an old ро- 
litical ally—contending that he was only 
doing “what a district attorney should 
do.” And perennial Warren Report critic 
Lane (himself a PLAYBOY inter- 
vicwee last February), whose best-selling 
“Rush to Judgment” helped persuade 
Garrison to launch his investigation, said 
after a conference with Garrison in New 
Orleans that the D. As. probe would 
“break the entire case wide open.” 

1f nothing else, Garrison was certainly 
affecting public opinion. А Louis Harris 


poll of May 29 rewealed that 66 percent 
of the American public now believes 
there was a conspiracy to assassinate 
Kennedy, and “a major contributor to 
this swelling doubt is the investigation 
into the assassination by New Orleans 
district attorney Jim Garrison.” Even 
with public opinion on lus side, Garrison 
was running into difficullies on several 
fronts by carly summer. Three witnesses 
he wished to question about their com- 
plicity in the assassination had fled Loni- 
siana, and he was unable to obtain their 
extradition to New Orleans—a seldom- 
encountered roadblock he credits 10 the 


CIA, “which knows that some of its 
former employees were involved in the 
Kennedy assassination and is doing 


everything possible to frustrate my in- 
order to preserve the 
Agency's good name” The CIA refuses 
to comment on Garrison's charges. 
Garrison was also under. heavy fire 
over the improper methods allegedly em- 
ployed by his staff. The most blistering 
indictment of his probe was an NBG 
television special on June 19, charzing 
that Garrison's investigators had tried to 
bribe three potential witnesses—Alvin 
Braubocuf, Miguel Torres and Fred Lee- 
mans—to testify against Shaw; that Gar- 
visow's staf) had attempted. to induce а 
burglar, John Cancler, to plant false evi- 
dence in Clay Shaw's home; and that 
Garrison had allowed Perry Ruso and 
Vernon Bundy to testify against. Shaw 
even though they had previously failed 
lie-tetector tests. NBG added that its n- 
vestigators had ако unearthed the real 
“Clay Bertrand”; and though NBC didn't 
name him, it said that he was not Clay 
Shaw. Subsequently, NBC might have 
had second thoughts about ils expose. for 
the network granted Garrison an unpre 
dented 30 minutes of prime Saturday- 
evening time to rebut its own findings. 
Garrison charged that the three w 
nesses who claimed his aids had tried to 
bribe them were perjurers. He also de- 
nied that his office had approached John 
Cancler to burglarize Shaw's home, and 
stated flatly that both Russo and Bundy 
had passed their polygraph tests. On the 
key point of the “real” Clay Bertrand, 
Garrison said that he knew the identity 
of the individual NBC was talking about 
and that he was definitely not the man 
who called attorney Dean Andrews lo 
gain legal aid for Lee Harvey Oswald. 
Undismayed—and undeterred—by all 
the charges and countercharges, Garri- 
son still says, “We are going to win this 
case, and anyone who bets against us is 
going to lose his money.” The embattled 
district atlorney may be overconfident, 
but he has a history of winning every 
fight he starts. Born in Dennison, Iowa, 
on November 20, 1921, Garrison flew an 
unarmored spotter plane [or the artillery 
in France and Germany during World 
War Two and then atlended Tulane 
University Law School. He then went to 


vestigation in 


New Orleans to work as an assistant 
district attorney until 1961, when he ve- 
signed with a scorching attack on Mayor 
Victor H. Schiro, whom he charged with 
corruption and failure to rigorously en- 
force the law. 

Garrison. entered the race for district 
attorney as a fiercely uncom promising 
reform candidate, lambasting the “po- 
litical machine" oj Mayor Schiro and. 
characterizing the incumbent district 
attorney, Richard Dowling, as “the great 
emancipator—he let everybody go [ri 
Garrison, six feet, six, and 210 pounds, 
was quickly dubbed the “Jolly Green 
Giant.” He had no political organization 
and not much money, but his personal 
magnetism and refusal to compromise 
appealed to the New Orleans elector 
ate. He defeated Dowling handily and 
promptly began convicting men on 
charges his predecessor had dropped. 

Garrison's five years as district attor- 
ney have been stormy. He outraged 
many of his former supporters in the 
business community by launching a 
campaign against vice on Bourbon 
Street, charging that B-girls were merci- 
lessly fleecing naive tourists, Garrison 
cleaned up Bourbon Street himself, per 
sonally padlocking тапу honky40nks 
and striptease clubs, But his toughest 
fight—until the current one—came in 
1962, when he announced that the re- 
Jusal of the city’s eight criminal-court. 
judges 10 approve junds for his in- 
vestigations of organized crime “raised 
interesting questions about racketeer in- 
fluences.” The judges promptly charged 
Garrison with defamation of character 
and criminal libel—and a state court 
fined him 51000. Garrison appealed 
the case all the way to the Supreme 
Court, and on November 23, 1964, in a 
decision on the right to criti- 


landma 
cize public officials, the nation’s highest 
tribunal reversed his conviclion, contend- 
ing that “speech concerning public affairs 
is more than self-expression; it is the 
essence of self-government.” Never one 
to turn the other cheek, Garrison. sub- 
sequently employed his political influence 
to unseat a number of the judges when 
they came up for re-election. 

The district attorney's independence 
has at times nettled both left and right in 
New Orleans, When the police depart 
ment tried to prosecute а bookdealer for 
selling James Baldwin's “Another Coun- 
by.” Garrison stepped in with а broad- 
side against censorship and won the 
man’s release—promptly bringing down 
on his head the wrath of the local White 
Citizens Council. At the other end of the 
political spectrum, he has been criticized 
by the liberal American Civil Liberties 
Union, which once accused him of t 
ing an alleged rapist “in the press rather 
than in the courtroom.” But Negro 
leaders in the city say Garrison has Leen 
a fair and impartial district attorney; in 


Indefense of 
cigar mooching. 


А How to becomea 
cigar smoker at somebody else's expense 


M» we think, has an undeservedly 
shoddy reputation. 

Practiced with finesse, it can be a fine art. 
"Turned towards truly honorable ends, it can 
bea sublime art. 

And we can think of no more honorable 
end than the sheer gentlemanly pleasure of 
being a cigar smoker. 

Because there are so many different kinds 
of cigars, you may have to try a few before 
you find one you like best. (15 million cigar 
smokers have found their cigar. So can you. ) 

But who says you should pay for every one 
you try? The cigar of your dreams may be in 
the next pocket you pick. 

Cigar smokers are a notably generous 
bunch, anyway. Merely say you're thinking 
of joining their ranks, and they'll come across 
with a freebee immediately. 

Listed below are a few less obvious forms 
of creative borrowing. 

Get friendly with guys who are about to 
become fathers. 

Don't turn down any invitations to wed- 
dings, elegant dinners, poker games, and Bar 
Mitzvahs. 

Encourage the promotion of those who 


represent no threat to you personally. If the 
promotion is big enough, cigars are called for. 

Allow us, however, to make one thing 
clear. Mooching is only defensible as a tempo- 
rary measure, until you have found the cigar 
worth shelling out for yourself. 

Atthat point it will be your turn to initiate 
a new cigar smoker. 

You will have graduated from the role of 
a cigar mooch-er to that of a cigar mooch-ee. 

Cigar Institute of America. 
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his last bid for re-election, he polled as 
well in the Negro precincts as he did in 
the white. 

The years 1965 and 1966 were—by 
Garrisons standards—relatively quiet, 
His only major public controversy during 
this period flared up when he interceded 
with Louisiana Governor John McKeith- 
en to win a pardon for a local stripper 
named Linda Birgette, who had been 
convicted on a charge of lewd dancing. 
Garrison claimed it was impossible to 
define obscenity in literature or the arts 
and argued that jailing Miss Birgette 
would be a “gross miscarriage of jus- 
tice” McKeithen acceded to his pleas 
and, despite cries of protest from local 
bluenoses, the incident served to in- 
crease Garrison’s popularity. 

The same could hardly be said of his 
current probe, which has made him both 
a targel for abuse—justified or other- 
wise—that has tended to obscure rather 
than clarify the issues involved in the 
investigation, and a victim of often one- 
sided pres coverage that NBC's half 
hour of equal time has done little to rec- 
tify. In PLAynoy’s opinion, Garrison has 
not yet had the chance to present his 
side of the case—in court or out—with- 
out expurgalion or editorializing. We 
feel he ought to have that chance. 
Toward this end, in mid-July, we ap- 
proached the embattled district attorney 
with our offer of an impartial, open- 
ended interview. The 12-hour cross- 
examination that followed—in the midst 
of Garrison's round-the-clock investigation 
—was conducted in the living room of 
the two-story home he shares with his 
blonde wife and three young children in 
а tree-lined residential neighborhood of 
New Orleans. As the dog-tired district 
attorney stretched his long legs across a 
couch, battered briar pipe (a political. 
trademark) in one hand, a vodka martini 
(his favorite drink) in the other, PLAYBOY 
interviewer Eric Norden began by ashing 
him to answer the most damaging charges 
Of his critics, 


PLAYBOY: You have been accused—by 
the National Broadcasting Company, 
Newsweek, the New Orleans Metropoli- 
tan Crime Commission and your own 
former investigative aide William Gur- 
vich—of attempts to intimidate witnesses, 
of engaging in criminal conspiracy and 
of inciting to such felonies as perjury, 
criminal defamation and public bribery. 
How do you respond to these charges? 

GARRISON: I've stopped beating my 
wile. All the charges you enumerate 
have been made with one purpose in 
l—to place our office on the defen- 
sive and make us waste valuable time 
swering allegations that have no basis 
in fact. Also involved is a psychological 
by-product valuable to those who don't 
want the truth about Kennedy's assissi- 
nation to become known: The yery repe- 
tition of a charge lends it a certain 
credibility, since people have a tendency 


to believe that where there's smoke, 
there's fire—although I find it dilfcult to 
believe that the public will put much 
credence in most of the dastardly deeds 
Гуе been accused of in the past few 
months. Just recently, for example, the 
rumor went around that my май was 
peddling marijuana to high school stu- 
dents and that one of our major witnesses 
had just confessed that his testimony was 


nduced by an overdose 
of LSD. We've also been accused of 
planning tack on the local FBI 


office with guns loaded with тей pepper, 
having stolen money from our own in- 
vestigative files and having threatened to 
shoot one witness in the derriere with an. 
exotic gun propelling truthserum darts. 
І just hope they never find out about my 
involyement in the Boston Brinks rob- 
bery. І must admit, however, that Fin 
beginning to worry about the cumulative 
effect of this propaganda blitzkrieg on 
potential jurors for the tial of Clay 
Shaw. I don't know how long they can 
withstand the drumbeat obbligato of 
xonerating the defendant and 
convicting the prosecutor. For months 
now, the establishment's artillery units 
have been pounding away at the two 
themes NBC focused on—that my office 

s "improper methods" with regard to 
witnesses and that we don't really have a 
case against Mr. Shaw and he should 
never be brought to trial. I hope you'll 
give me the chance to answer each of 
these charges in detail; but first, let me 
claborate a bit on the methods we employ 
or any other investigation. My 
office has been one of the most scrupulous 
in the country with regard to the protec- 
tion of individual rights. Tve been on 
record for years in law journals and 
books as championing the rights of the 
1 the oppressive power 
c. My office moved in and 
prevented police seizure from bookstores 
of books arbitrarily labeled “obscene.” E 
intervened and managed to persuade the 
Louisiana legislature to remove a pro- 
vision from its new code of criminal pro- 
cedure that would allow judges to reach 
out [rom the bench and cite newsmen for 
contempt if they penned anything em- 
barrassing to the judges. My office has 
i ited cases where we had already 
; and on discovering 
new cvidence indicating that the defend- 
ant was not guilty, we've obtained a 
reversal of the verdict. In over five years 
of office, Т have never had a single case 
reversed because of the use of improper 
methods—a record TII match with any 
other D. A. in the country. In this par- 
ticular case, I've taken unusual steps to 
protect the rights of the defendant and 
assure him a fair trial. Before we intro- 
duced the testimony of our witnesses, 
we made them undergo independent ус; 
fying tests, including polygraph exami- 
nation, truth serum and hypnosis. We 
thought this would be hailed as an 


stead, the press turned around and hinted 
that we had drugged our witnesses or 
given them posthypnotic suggestions to 
testify falsely. After arresting Mr. Shaw 
we filed a mot 
proceeding that 
a the defendant’s 


Such a 


favor. 
hearing is generally requested by the 


defense, and it was virtually unheard of 
that the motion be filed by the state, 
which under the law has the right to 
ch defendant outright, without any 
evaluation by a judge of the pending 
charges. But I felt that because of the 
enormity of this accusation, we should 
lean over backward and give the defend- 
ant every chance. A three-judge panel 
heard our evidence against Mr. Shaw 
attorneys’ rebuttals and ordered him 
ted for conspiracy to assassi 

President. And I might add here that it's 
a matter of record that my relationship 
with the judiciary of our fair city is not 


judges had handed down their decis 
we could have immediately filed a charge 
against the defendant just by signing it 
and depositing it with the city clerk—the 
customary method of charging a defend 
ant. Nevertheless, out of concern for 
Mr, Shaw's rights, we voluntarily pre- 
sented the case to a blue-ribbon grand 
jury. If this grand jury had failed to 
dict Mr. Shaw. our case would have been 
dead as а doornail. But the grand jury, 
composed of I2 eminent New Orleans 
s, heard our evidence and indicted 
icipation in a con- 
spiracy to assassinate John Kennedy. In a 
further effort to protect the rights of the 
defendant, and in the face of the endless- 
ly reiterated accusation that we have no 
case against him—despite the unanimous 
verdict of the grand jury and the judges 
at the preliminary hearing—1 have studi- 
ously refrained from making any public 
statement critical of the defendant or рге 
judging his guilt. ОГ course, this puts me 
at a considerable disadvantage when the 
press claims 1 have no саз t hi 
because the only way I could convince 
them of the strength of my case 
throw open our files and Tet them exam- 
ine the testimony of all our wil 
Apart from the injustice such 
would do Mr. Shaw, it could get our 
whole ca wn out of court on the 
ads that we had prejudiced the de. 
t's rights by pretrial publicity. So 
I won't fall into that particular trap, 
whatever the provocation. I only wish 
the press would allow our case to stand 
or fall on its merits in court. It appcars 
that certain elements of the mass medi: 
have an active interest in preventing th 
case from ever coming to trial at all and 
find it necessary to employ against me 
every smear device in the book, To read 
the press accounts of my investigation— 
my “circus,” I should say—I'm a cross 
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between Al Capone and Attila the Hun, 
ruthlessly hounding innocent men, tram- 
legal rights, bribing and 
vitnesses and in general vio- 
lating every canon of legal ethics. My 
God, anybody who employs the kind of 
methods that elements of the news media 
attribute to me should not only not be 2 
t attorney, he should be disbarred 
This case has taught me the difference 
between image and reality and the 
power of the mythmakers. But I know 
I've done everything possible ro conduct. 
this investigation with honesty and in- 
tegrity and with full respect for the civ 
rights of the defendant. But a blanket 
denial of charges against me isn't going 
to convince anyone, so why don't we 
consider them one by one? 
PLAYBOY: All right. The May 15th issue 
of Newsweek charged that two of your 
investigators offered David Ferrie’s former 
te Alvin Bcauboeuf, $3000 and. 
an airline job if he would help sub- 
stantiate your charges against Clay Shaw. 
How do you answer this accusation 
GARRISON: Mr. Beauboeuf was one of 
the two men who accompanied David 
Ferrie on a mysterious trip from New 
Orleans to Texas on the day of the asas- 
sination, so naturally we were interested. 
in him from the very start of our inves 
gation. At first he showed every willing- 
ness to cooperate with our office; but after 
Ferries death, somebody gave him a free 
wip to Washington. From that moment 
on, a change came over Beauboeuf; he 
efused to cooperate with us any further 
and he made the charges against my 
ivestigators to which you refer. Fortu- 
nately, Beauboeuf had signed an affidavit 
on April 12th—well after the alleged 
bribe offer was supposed to have been 
made—affirming that “no representative 
of the New Orleans Parish district attor- 
ney's office has ever asked me to do any- 
thing but to tell the truth. Any inference 
or statement. by anyone to the contrary 
has mo basis fact.” As soon as his 
attorney began. broadcasting his charges, 
we asked the New Orleans police de- 
partment to thoroughly investigate the 
matter. And on June 12th, the police 
department—which is not, believe me, 
in the pocket of the district attorney's 
office—released a report concluding that 
exhaustive investigation by the police i 
telligence branch had cleared my staff of 
any attempt to bribe or threaten Be: 
boeuf into giving untrue testimony. There 
was no mention of this report, predicta- 
bly enough, in Newsweek. Let me make 
one thing clear, though: Like every po- 
lice department and district attorney's 
office across the country, we have sums. 
set aside to pay informers for valuable 


room 


information—but we would never suborn 
perjury. This isn't because we're saints— 
short cuts like that could be awfully 
tempting in a frustrating case—but be- 
cause we're realistic enough to know that 
any witness who can be bought by us can 


alo be bought by the other side. So 
it’s rather naive, apart from being cth 
cally objectionable, to asume that our 
investigators travel around the country 
with bags of money trying to bribe wit- 
nesses to lie on the witness stand. We just 
don't operate that way. 
PLAYROY: On an NBC television special. 
“The J.F.K. Conspiracy: The Case of Jim 
Garrison a former Turkish-bathhouse 
operator Fred Leemans, 
imed that one of your aides offered 
him money to testify that Clay Shaw had 
frequented his establishment with Lee 
Harvey Oswald. Do you also deny this 
charge? 
GARRISON: Yes; and its a perfect illus- 
tration of the point I was just making 
about how easy it is for the other side 
to buy witnesses and then charge us 
with its own misconduct. Mr. Leemans 
came w us in early May, volunteering 
testimony to the effect that he had often 
seen a man named Clay Bertrand in his 


bathhouse, sometimes accompanied by 


men he described as “Latins.” In a sworn 
affidavit, Leemans said he had also seen 
а young man called Lee with Bertrand 
on four or five оссаѕіопѕ—а man who fits 
the description of Lee Harvey Oswald. 
Leemans also identified the Clay Ber- 
trand who had frequented establish- 
ment Clay Shaw. Now, this was 
important testimony, and initially we 
were favorably impressed with Mr. Lee- 
mans. But then we started receiving calls 
from him demanding money. Well, Гуе 
told you our policy on this, and the an- 
мег was a flat no. He was quiet for a 
while and then he called and asked if we 
would approve if he sold his story to a 
azine, since he badly needed money. 
We refused to give him such approval. 
Apparently, the National Broadcasting 
Company was able to establish a wan 
relationship with Mr. Leemans. In 
case, he now says that he didn't really lie 
to us; he just "told us what he thought 
we wanted to hear" I'm sure he was 
equally cooperative with NBC—although 
he’s beginning to spread his favors 
around. When a reporter asked him 
for more information after the broadcast, 
Lecmans refused, explaining that he was 
saving himself for the Associated Press, 
‘since I want to make something out of 
this.” I would like to make one personal 
remark about Mr. Leemans. 1 don't 
know if he was lying to us initially or not 
—though Т suspect from other evidence 
in my possession that his statement as he 
first gave it was accurate—but anybody, 
no matter what his financial straits, who 
tries to make a fast buck off the assassi- 
nation of John Kennedy is several rungs 
below the anthropoid ape on the evolu- 
tionary scale. 

PLAYBOY: On this same NBC show, 
newsman Frank McGee claimed that 
NBC investigators had discovered that 
your two key witnesses against Clay 
Shaw—Perry Ruso and Vernon Bundy 


—both failed polygraph tests prior to 
their testimony before the grand jury. In 
the case of Russo. who claimed to have 
attended a meeting at David Ferrie's 
apartment where Shaw, Oswald and 
Ferrie plotted the assassination. NBC 
said that “Russo's answers to a series of 
questions indicate, in the language of 
the polygraph operator, "deception cri- 
teria,” He was asked if he knew Cla 
Shaw. He was asked if he knew Lee 
Harvey Oswald. His ‘yes’ answer to both 
of these questions indicated ‘deception 
criteria)" Did Bundy and Russo fail 
their lie-detector test: 
GARRISON: No, and NBC's allegations in 
this area are about as credible as its 
other charges. The men who adminis- 
tered both polygraph tests flatly deny 
that Ruso and Bundy failed the test. 
ГИ offer right now to make Russo's and 
Bundy's polygraph tests accessible to any 
investigator or reporter the day 
Shaws uial begins; I can't do it 
before that, because I'm restrained from 
releasing material pertaining to Shaw's 
guilt or innocence. Just for your informa- 
tion, though, the veracity of Bundy and 
Russo has been allirmed not only through 
polygraph tests buc through hypnosis and 
the adminisuation of sodium amytal— 
truth serum. 1 want to make a proposi- 
tion to the president of NBC: If this 
charge is пие, then 1 w as 
district attorney of New Orleans. If it’s 
untrue, however, then the president of 
NBC should resign. Just in case he thinks 
I'm kidding, Г ly to meet with him 
at any time to select a mutually accept- 
able committee to determine once 
for all the truth or falsehood of 
charge. In all fairness, however, I must 
add that the fact Bundy and Russo passed 
their polygraph tests is not, in and of it- 
self, irrefutable proof that they were tell- 
ng the truth; that's why we administered 
the other tests. The lie detector isn't a 
foolproof technique. A 
hearsed and in complete control of him- 
sell reactions that 
would register on the polygraph as de- 
ception criteria and get away with 
blatant lies, while someone who is ex- 
tremely nervous and anxiety-ridden could 
tell the truth and have it register as a | 
Much ako depends on who admini 
the test, since it сап easily be rigged. For 
example, Jack Ruby took a liedetector 
test for the Warren Commission and told 
lie after outright lie—even little lies that 
could be casily checked—and yet the 
Warren Commission concluded that he 
passed the test. So the polygraph is only 
one weapon in the arsenal we use to 
verify a witness’ testimony, and we have 
never considered it conclusive; we have 
abundant documentation to corroborate 
their stories. 
PLAYBOY: Two convicts, Miguel Torres 
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and John Cancler, told NBC that Vernon 
Bundy admitted having lied in his testi- 
mony linking Clay Shaw to Lee Oswald. 
Do you dismiss this as just another NBG 
fabrication? 

GARRISON: Messrs. Cancer and Torres 
were both convicted by my office, as wei 
almost half the men in the state p 
nd I'm sure the great majority 
have little love for the man who 
I don't know il they 
stories in collusion with 
NBC or on their own for motives of 
revenge, but I'm convinced from. what 
I know of Vernon Bundy that his 
testimony was truthful. NBC manipu- 


lated the statements of Cander and 
Torres to give the impression to the 
viewer that he was watching a trial on 


television—my trial—and tnat these “ob- 
jective” witnesses were saying exactly 
what they would say in a court of law. 
Actually—and NBC scrupulously avoided 
reveal! dience—their “tes 
timony” was not under cath, there was no 
opportunity for crossexamination or the 
presentation of rebuttal witnesses, and the 
statements of Cancler, Torres and ail the 
rest of NBC's road company were edited 
so that the public would hear only those 
elements of their story that wouid dam- 
age our све. The rules of evidence and 
adversary procedure, I might add, have 
been developed over many years precisely 
to prevent this kind of phony side show. 
Of course, these two convicts have been 
used against my office in a variety of 
spects. Miguel Torres also daims | offered 
him a full pardon, a vacation in Florida 
and an ounce of heroin if he would testi- 
fy that Clay Shaw had made homosexual 
overtures to him on the street, What on 
earth that would have established rele- 
vant to this case I still don't know, but 
that’s his story. 1 think it was actually 
rather cheap of me to offer Torres only 
an ounce of heroin; that wouldn't have 
Jasted out his vacation. A kilo would be 
more like it. After all, Im not stingy. 
Torres friend John Cander, а burglar, 
has also charged that one of my investi 
gators tried to induce him to burglarize 
Clay Shaw's house and plant false evi- 
dence there, but he refused because he 
would not have such a heinous sin on his 
conscience, I suppose that's way Cancler's 
prison nickname is “John the Baptist.” I 
can assure you, if we ever wanted to bur- 
glarize Shaw's home—which we never did 
—John the Baptist would be the last man 
on earth we'd pick for the job. By the way, 
Mr. Cancler was called before the grand 
jury and asked if he had told the truth 
to NBC. He replied: “I refuse to answer 
on the grounds that my answer might 
incriminate me"—and was promptly 
sentenced to six months in prison and 
а $500 fine for contempt of court. 


Р\АҮВОҮ: The NBC special also claimed 
to have discovered that “Clay. or Clem, 
Bertrand does Лет Bertrand is 
not his real name. It is a pseudonym 
used by a homosexual New Orleans. 
For his protection, we will not disclose 
the real пате of the man known as 
Clem Bertrand. His real name has been 
given to the Department of Justice. He is 
not Clay Shaw." Doesn't this undermine 
your entire сазе against Shaw? 

Your faith in NBC's yeracity 
nd indicates that the Age 
of Innocence is not yet over. NBC does 
not have the real Clay Bertrand; the 
man whose name NBC so melodramati- 
ly turned over to the Justice De- 
partment is that of Eugene Davis, a New 
Orleans bar owner, who has firmly de- 
nied under oath that he has ever used 
the name Clay, or Clem, Bertrand. We 
kuow from incontrovertible evidence in 
our possession who the real Clay Bertrand. 
is—and we will prove it in court. But to 
make this whole thing a little clearer, let 
me tell you the genesis ol the whole 
“Clay Bertrand” story. A New Orleans 
lawyer, Dean Andrews, told the Warren. 
Commission that a few months before the 
assassination of President Kennedy, Lee 
Harvey Oswald and a group ol "gay 
Mexicanos" came to his office and re- 
quested Andrews’ aid in having Oswald's 
Marine Corps undesirable discharge 
changed to an honorable discharge; Os- 
wald subsequently returned alone with 
other legal problems. Andrews further 
testified that the day alter Pres 
Kennedy was assassinated, he rec 
call hom Clay Bertrand, who asked 
him to rush to Dallas to represent Os- 
wald. Andrews claims he subsequently saw 
Berwand in a New Orleans bar, but 
Bertrand fled when Andrews approached. 
him. This was intriguing testimony, al- 
though the Warren Commission dis- 
missed it out of hand; and in 1961, 
Mark Lane traveled to New Orleans 
to speak to Andrews He found him 
ly frightened. “FI take you to 
ner,” Andrews told Lane, “but I can't 
ulk about Ш alled Washington 
and they told me that if 1 said anything, 
I might get a bullet in the head." For the 
same reason, he has refused to cooper- 
atc with my office in this investigation. 
The New York Times reported on Feb- 
ruary 26th that "Mr. Andrews said he 
had not talked to Mr. Garrison because 
such talk might be dangerous, but 
added that he believed he was being 
‘tailed’ Andrews told our grand jury 
it he could not say Clay Shaw was 
Clay Bertrand and he could not say he 
wasn't. But the day after NBC's special, 
Andrews broke his silence and said, yes. 
Clay Shaw is not Clem Bertrand and 
identified the real Clay Bertrand as 
Eugene Davis. The only trouble is, An- 
drews and Davis e known cach other 


for years and have been scen frequently 
in each other's company. Andrews has 
lied so often and about so many aspects 
of this case that the New Orleans Parish 
grand jury has indicted him for perjury. 
1 feel sorry for him, since he's afraid of 
getting a bullet in his head, but he's 
going to have to go to trial for perjury 
[Andrews has since been convicted.] 
PLAYBOY: You cxpressed your reaction to 
the NBG show in conarcte terms on July 
seventh, when you formally charged Wal- 
ter Sheridan, the network's special inves. 
tigator for the broadcast, with attempting 
10 bribe your witness Perry Russo. Do 
you really have a case against Sheridan, 
or is this just а form of harassment? 
GARRISON: The reason we haven't lost a 
major case in over five years in ollice is 
that we do not charge a man unless we 
it stick in court. And Ги not 
business of harassing anybody. 


1 the 
Sheridan was charged because evidence 
was brought to us indicating that he 


attempted to bribe Perry Russo by ойе 
ing him free transportation to California, 
free lodgings and a job once there, pay- 
ment of all legal fees in any extradition 
proceedings and immunity from my 
ofhce. Mr. Russo has stated that Shei 
dan asked his help “to wreck the Са 
son investigation” and “offered to set me 
up in California, protect my job and 
guarantee that Garrison would never 
get me extradited.” According to Russo, 
Sheridan added that both NBC and the 
CIA were out to scuttle my case. 

I think it's significant that the chief in- 
vestigator for this ostensibly objective 
broadcast starts telling people the day he 
arrives in town that he is going to “de- 
stroy 


ison"—this at the same time 
he is unctuously assuring me that NBG 
vanted only the truth and he had an en- 
tirely open mind on my саке. Let me teli 
you something about Walter Sheridan's 
id maybe you'll understand. 
. Sheridan was one 
of the bright, hard young investigators 
who entered the Justice Departament un- 
der Bobby Kennedy. He was assigned to 
Jimmy Hoffa, Sheridan employed a 
wide variety of highly questionable tac 
tics in the Justice Departments rel 
"st Hoffa; he was recently sub: 
poenaed to testify in connection with 
charges that he wiretapped the offices 
of Hoffa's associates and then played 
back incriminating tapes to them, wane 
ing that unless they testified for the Gov- 
ernment, they would be destroyed along 
with Hoffa. A few years ago, Sheridan left 
the Justice Department—officially, at least 
—and went to work for NBC. No honest 
reporter out for a story would have so 
completely prejudged the situation and 
been willing to employ such tactics, I 
think it’s likely that in his zeal to desuoy 
my case, he exceeded the authority 
granted him by NBC’s executives in New 
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York. I get the impression that the majori- 
ty of NBC executives probably thought 
Sheridan's team came down here in an. 
uncompromising search for the truth. 
When Sheridan overstepped himself and 
it became obvious that the broadcast was, 
to say the least, not objective, NBC real- 
ized it was in а touchy position. Cooler 
heads prevailed and I was allowed to pre- 
scnt our case to the American people. For 
, at least, I'm singularly grateful to 
ter Sheri 
PLAYBOY: How do you respond to the 
charge of your critics—indluding NBC 
—that you launched this probe for politi- 
cal reasons, hoping the attendant pub- 
ity would be a springboard to a Senate 
seat or to the governorship? 

GARRISON: I'd have to be a terribly cyni- 
cal and corrupt man to place another 
human being on trial for conspiracy to 
murder the President of the United 
States just to gratify my political ambi- 
tion. But I guess there are a lot of people 
around the country, especially after 
NBC's attack, who think that's just the 
kind of man I am. That rather saddens 
me. Lm no Albert. Schweitzer, but 1 
could never do a thing like that. T dci 


Hr 


no pleasure from prosecuting а man, 
even though I know he’s guilty; do you 
think I could sleep at night or look 
myself 


t 
the mirror in the morning if I 
n innocent man? You know, I 
always received much more satisfaction 
as а defense attorney in obtaining an ac- 
quittal for a client than T ever have as a 
D. A. in obtaining a conviction. All my 
nteresis and symy s tend to be on 
the side of the lual as opposed to 
the state, So this really the worst 
chage that anyone could make against 
me—that in order to get my name in the 
paper, or to advance politically, 1 would 
destroy another human being. This kind 
of charge reveals a good deal about the 
personality of the people who make it: to 
impute such motives to another man is to 
imply you're harboring them yourself. 
But to look at a different aspect of your 
question, I'm inclined to challenge the 
whole premise that launching an investi- 
gation like this holds any political advan- 
tages for me. A politically ambitious man 
would hardly be likely to challenge the 
massed power of the Federal Govern- 
went and criticize so many honorable 
figures and distinguished agencies, Actu- 
ally, this charge is an argument in [а 
of my investigation: Would such a slimy 
type, cager to profiteer on thi 
tion, jeopardize his political ambitions if 
he didn't have an ironclad case? If I were 
really the ambitious monster they paint 
me, why would I limb out on such 
limb and then saw it off? Unless he had 
the facts, it would be the last thing a 
politically ambitious man would do. 1 
was perfectly aware that I might have 
signed my political death warrant the 
moment 1 launched this case—but I 


or 


assassina- 


couldn't care less as long as I can shed 
some light on John Kennedy's assassina- 
tion. As a matter of fact, after this last 
murderous year, I find myself thi 
more and more about returning to private 
life and having time to read again, to 
get out in the sun and hit a golf ball. 
But before I do that, I'm going to break 
this case and Jet the public know the 
truth. 1 won't quit before that day. І 
wouldn't give the bastards the satisfaction. 
PLAYBOY: According to your own former 
chief investigator, William Gurvich, the 
truth about the assassination has al 
ready been published in the Warren Re- 
port. After leaving your staff last June, 
he announced, “If there is any truth 
to any of Garrison's charges about there 
being a conspiracy, I haven't been able 
to find it." When members of your own 
stall. kave no faith in your case, how do 
you expect the public to be impressed? 

GARRISON: First of all, I won't deny for 
a minute that for at least three months 1 
trusted Bill Gurvich implicitly. He w. 
never my “chief investigator"—thar's his 
own terminology—because there was no 
such position on my staff while he worked 
for . But two days before Christmas 
1966, Gurvich, who operates a private 
detective agency, visited my office and told 
me he'd heard of my investigation 1 
thought I was doing а wonderful job. He 
presented me with a beautiful color-TV. 
set and asked if he could be of use in any 
capacity. Well, right then and there, 1 
should have sat back and asked myself a 
few searching questions—like how he had 
heard of my probe in the first place, since 
only the people we were questioning and 
a few of my staff, as far as I knew, were 
ware of what was going on at that time. 
We had been under way for only five 
weeks, remember. And I should also 
have recalled the old adage about 
Greeks bearing gilts. But I was desper- 
ately understaffe¢—I_ had only six aides 
available to work on the assassination 
inquiry full time—and here comes a 
uained private investigator offering his 
services free of charge. It was like a gift 
from the gods. So 1 set Gurvich to work; 
and for the next couple of months, he 
did an adequate job of talking to wit 
nesses, taking photographs, etc. Bur the 
around March, L learned that he had 
been seeing Walter Sheridan of NBC. 
Well, this didn't bother me at first, be- 
cause I didn't know then the role She: 
dan was play! n this whole affair. But 
r word got back to me from my wit- 
nesses about Sher threats and har- 
1 keeping a closer eye on 
n't really think he was any 
kind of a double agent, but I couldn't 
help wondering why he was rubbing 
elbows with people like that. Now, don't 
forget that Gurvich claims he became 
totally disgusted with our tion 
at the of Clay Shaw's arrest— 
yet for several months afterward he con- 


nvesti 


tinued to wax enthusiastic about. cvery 
aspect of our case, and 1 have a dozen 
witnesses who will testify to that effect. 
I guess this was something that should 
have tipped me off about Bill: He was 
always enthusiastic, never doubtful or 
cautionary, even when I or one of my 
staff threw out a hypothesis that on 
reflection we realized was wrong. And 1 
began to notice how he would pick my 
mind for every scrap of fact per 
the case. So І grew suspicious and took 
him off the sensitive areas of the investi- 
nd relegated him to chauffeuring 


gation 


and routine clerical duties. This seemed 
ally bother him, and every day he 
nto my office 
information, compla 


to n 
would come 


ind pump тле 
for ning that he 
wasn't being told enough about the case. 
J still had nothing concrete against him 
and I didn't want to be unjust, but I 
guess my manner must have cooled 
perceptibly, because опе day about two 
months before he surfaced in Washing- 


ton, Bill just vanished from our sight. 
And with him, I'm sorry to confess, van- 
d a copy of ow file. How do 


you explain such behavior? It's posible 
that Bill joined us initially for reasons 
of opportunism, sccing a chance to get 
n at the beginning of an carth-shaki 
coe, and subsequently chickened out 
when he saw the implacable determina- 
tion of some powerful agencies to destroy 
our investigation and discredit everyone 
ssociated with it. But I really don't be- 
ve Bill is that much of a coward. It's 
alo possible that those who want to 
prevent an investigation learned early 
what we were doing and made a decision 
to plant somebody on the inside of the 
investigation. Let me stress that I have no 
secret documents or monitored telephone 
calls to support this hypothesis; it just 
scems 10 me the most logical explanatio 

for Bill's behavior. Let me put it th 
way: If you were in charge of the CIA 
and willing to spend scores of millions of 


dollars on such relatively penny-ante 
projects as infiltrating the National Stu- 


dents Association, wouldn't you make an 
effort to infiltrate an investigation that 
could seriously damage the prestige of 
your agenc 
PLAYBOY: How could your probe dam- 
age the prestige of the CIA and cause 
them to take countermeasures against 
you? 

GARRISON: For the simple reason that a 
number of the men who killed the Pres 
» former employees of the С 
involved in its anti-Castro underground 
activities in and around New Orleans. 
The CIA knows their identity. So do 1— 
investigation has established this 
without the shadow of a doubt. Let me 
stress one thing, however: We have no 
evidence that any official of the C] 
involved with the conspiracy that led to 
the President's death. 

PlAYaOY: Do you lend no credence, then, 
to the charges of a former CIA agent, 


was 


“Т don’t know 
who he is, 

but he just 
ordered Je. D^" 
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J. Garrett. Underhill, that there was a 
conspiracy within the CIA to assassinate 
Kennedy? 

GARRISON: I've become familiar with the 
case of Gary Underhill, and Гуе been 
able to ascertain that he was not the 
type of man to make wild or unsub- 
stantiated charges. Underhill was an in- 
telligence agent in World War Two and 
an expert on military affairs whom the 
Pentagon considered one of the country’s 
top authorities on limited warfare, He 
was on good personal terms with the top 
bras in the Defense Department and 
the ranking officials in the CIA, He 
t a fulltime CIA agent, but he 
occasionally performed "special assign- 
ments” for the Agency. Several days 
after the President's assassination, Under- 
hill appeared at the home of friends 
New Jersey, apparently badly sha 
and charged that Kennedy was killed by 
a small group within the CIA. He told 
friends he believed his own life was 
danger. We can't learn any more from 
Underhill, I'm afraid, because shortly 
afterward, he found shot to death in 
Washington apartment. The coroner 
ruled suicide, but he had been shot bce- 
hind the left ear and the pistol was found 
under his left side—and Underhill was 
right handed. 

PLAYBOY: Do you believe Underhill was 
murdered to silence him? 

GARRISON: I don't believe it and I don't 
disbelieve it. All T know is that witnesses 
with vital evidence in this case are cer- 
tainly bad insurance risks. In the absence 
of further and much more conclusive evi- 
dence to the contrary, however, we must 
assume that the plotters were acting on 
their own rather than on CIA orders 
when they killed the President. As far as 
we have been able to determine, they 
were not in the pay of the CIA at the time 
of the assassination—and this is one of 
the reasons the President murdered; 
YII explain later what 1 mean by that. But 
the CIA could not face up to the Ameri- 
cm people and admit that its former em- 
ployces had conspired to assassinate the 
President; so from the moment Kenne- 
dy's heart stopped beating, the Agency 
tempted to sweep the whole conspir- 
cy under the rug. The GIA has spared 
ither time nor the taxpayers’ money 
im its efforts to hide the truth about the 
nation from the American people. 
In this respect, it has become an accessory 
alter the fact in the assassination. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have any conclu: 
evidence to support these accusations? 
GARRISON: I've never revealed this be- 
fore, but for at least six months, my office 
and home telephones—and those of every 
member of my май—һауе been moni 
tored. If there is as little substance to this 
investigation as the press and the Govern- 
ment allege, why would anyone go to all 
that trouble? 1 leave it to your judgment 
if the monitoring of our phones is the 


assas 


e 


work of the Women’s Christian Temper- 
ance Union or the New Orleans Chamber 
of Commerce, 

PLAYBOY: That's hardly conclusive evi- 
dence. 

GARRISON: I'd need a book to list all the 
indications. But. let's start with the fact 
that most of the attorneys for the hostile 
witnesses and defendants were hired by 
the CIA—through one or another of 
covers, For 


who has charged me with every 
unethical practice except child molesting 
—I expect that allegation to come shortly 
before Shaw's trial—flew with Beauboeuf 
to Washington immediately after my 
office subpoenaed him, where Beaubocul 
was questioned by a “retired” intelligence 
officer in the offices of the Justice De- 
partment. This trip was paid for, 
the lawyer's legal fees, by the С 
other words, with our tax dollars. Another 
lawyer, Stephen Plotkin, who represents 
Gordon Novel [another of С 
witnesses}, has admitted he is p: 
ClA—and has also admiwed his client 
is a CIA agent; vou may have seen that 
story on page 96 of The New York 
Times, next to ship departurcs. Plotkin, 
incidentally, sucd me for $10,000,000 
for defaming his client and sued a group 
of New Orleans businessmen financing 
investigation for $50,000,000—which 
meant, in effect, that the СТА was suing 
us. As if they need the money. But my 
attorney filed a motion for a deposition 
to be taken from Novel, which meant that 
he would have to return to my juris 
diction to file his suit and thus be liable 
for questioning in the conspiracy case, 
Rather than come down to New Orleans 
and face the music, Novel dropped his 
suit and sacrificed a possible $60,000,000 
judgment. Now, there's a man of prin- 
ciple: he knows there are some things 
more important than money. 
PLAYBOY: Do you also believe Clay Shaw's 
lawyers are being paid by the CIA? 
GARRISON: I can't comment directly оп 
that, since it relates to Shaw's uial. But 
I think the clincher, as far as Washing- 
ton's obstruction of our probe goes, is the 
consistent. refusal of the Federal Govern 
ment to make accessible to us any 
formation about the roles of the CIA, 
antiCastro Cuban exi id the para- 
i There 
piracy by ele 
sovernment to keep 
becoming 
at is the logical 


my 


ments of the Federal 
the facts of t 
known—a conspi 
extension of the initi 


case from ever 


Warren Commission. 
PLAYBOY: What “vital evidence" did the 
CIA withhold from the Warren Com- 


А good example is Commis 
Exhibit number 237. This is a 


sion 
photograph of a stocky, balding, middle- 


aged man published without explanation 
or identification in the 26 volumes of the 
rren Report. There's a significant story 
behind Exhibit number 237. Throughout 
the late summer and [all of 1963, Lee 
Oswald was shepherded in Dallas and 
New Orleans by a CIA “baby sitter” who 
watched over [5 activities and 
stayed with him. My office knows who he 
is and what he looks like. 

PLAYBOY: Are you implying that Oswald 
was working for the CIA? 
GARRISON: Let me finish and you can 
decide for yourself. When Oswald went 
to Mexico City in an effort to obtain a 
visa for travel to Cuba, this CIA agent 
accompanied him. Now, at this partic- 
ular tíme, Mexico was the only Latin 
America ining diplomatic 
ies with Cuba, and leftists and Commu- 
sts from all over the hemisphere traveled 
to the Cuban Embassy in Mexico City for 
visas to Cuba. The CIA, quite properly, 
had placed a hidden movie camera in a 
building across the strect from the ci 
bassy and filmed everyone coming and 
going. The Warren Commission, knowing 
this, had an assistant legal counsel ask the 
FBI for a picture of Oswald and his com- 
panion on the steps of the embassy, and. 
th Г filed an айлу 
they had obtained the photo in question 
from the CIA. The only trouble is thit 
the CIA supplied ihe Warren Commission 
with a phony photograph, The photo- 
graph of an “unidentified mi pub- 
lished in the 26 volumes is nor the mai 
who was filmed with Oswald on the steps 
of the Cuban Embassy, as alleged by the 
CIA, It’s perfectly clear that the actual 
nd his companion 
was suppressed and a fake photo sub- 
stituted because the sec 
ing for 
ication 


picture of Oswald 


nd man in the 
picture was wor the CIA in 
1963, and his ide asa CIA 
ent would have opened up a whole 
about Oswald's ties wi 


can of worm 
the Agency. To prevent this, the 
presented the Warren Commissioi 
fraudulent evidence—a pattern that re 
peats itself whenever the CIA submits 
evidence relating to Oswald’s possible 
connection with any U.S. i 

agency. The CIA lied to the Commision 
right down the linc; and since the War- 
ren Commi had no investigative 
staff of its own but had to rely on 
the FBI, the Secret Service and the CIA 
for its evidence, it’s understandable why 
the Commission concluded th; 
had no ues with American 
agencies. 

PLAYBOY: WI! 


at was the nature of thesc 


not altogether dear, 
at least insofar as his specific asign- 
ments are concerned; but we do have 
ted by the 


“When we get back, I'm gonna 
change my brand of 
cigarettes. These taste flat.” 
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Here, have one of my Kools.” 
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CIA in his Marine Corps days, when he 
was mysteriously schooled in Russian 
and allowed to subscribe to Pravda. And. 
shortly before his trip to the Soviet 
Union, we have learned, Oswald was 
trained as an intelligence agent at the 
CIA installation at Japan's Atsugi Air 
Force Base—which may explain why no 
disciplinary action was taken against him. 
when he returned to the U.S. from 
the Soviet Union, even though he had 
supposedly defected with top-secret in- 
formation about our radar networks. 
The money he used to return to the U.S., 
incidentally, was advanced to him by the 
State Department. 
PLAYBOY: In an article for Ramparis, 
ех-ЕВІ agent William Turner indicated 
that White Russian refugee George De 
Mohrenschildt may have been Oswald's 
CIA “baby sitter” in Dallas. Have you 
found any links between the CIA and 
De Mohrenschildt? 
GARRISON: 1 can't comment directly on 
that, but George De Mohrenschildt is cer- 
aly an enigmatic and inuiguing char- 
acter. Here you have а wealthy, cultured 
White Russian émigré who travels in 
the highest social citeles—he was a per- 
sonal Iriend of Mrs. Hugh Auchincloss, 
Jackie Kennedy's mother—suddenly de- 
veloping an intimate relationship with 
an impoverished ex-Marine like Lee Os- 
wald. What did they discuss—lasi year's 
season at Biarritz, or how to beat the 
at Monte Carlo? And Mr. De Mohr 
schildt has a penchant for popping up 
the most interesting places at the most 
interesting times—for example, in Haiti 
just before a joint Cuban exile-CIA ven- 
ture to topplé Duvalier and use the island 
asa springboard for an invasion of Cuba; 
n Guatemala, another CIA training 
ground, the day before the Bay of Pigs 
n. We have а good deal more in- 
formation about Oswald's CIA contacts 
in Dallas and New Orleans—most of 
which we discovered by shecr chance— 
but there are still whole areas of inquiry 
blocked from us by the CIA's refusal to 
cooperate with our investigation. For 
public consumption, the CIA daims not 
to have been concerned with Oswald 
prior to the assassination. But one thing 
is certain: Despite these pious protesta- 
tions, the CLA was very much aware 
ol Oswald's activities well before the 
Presidents murder. In a notarized affi- 
ate De 1 
rowley states, “The first time I re- 
member learning of Oswald's existence 
was when I received copies of a tele- 
graphic message from the Central In- 
telligence Agency dated October 10, 1963, 
which contained information ре g 
to his current activities." It would cer- 
tainly be interesting to know what the 
CIA knew about Oswald six weeks be- 
fore the assassination, bur the contents 
of this particular message never reached 
the Warren Commission and remain a 
complete mystery. There are also 51 


CIA documents classified top secret in 
the National Archives pertaining to Lec 
Oswald and Jack Ruby. Technically, the 
members of the Commission had access 
to them; but in practice, any document 
the CIA wanted classified was shunted 
to the Archives without examination 
by the sleeping beauties on the Commis- 
sion. Twentynine of these files are of 
interest, because their titles 
ate that the CIA had exten- 
ation on Oswald and Ruby 
before the assassination. A few of these 
documents are: CD 347, “Activity of Os- 
wald in Mexico City"; CD 1054, “Infor- 
mation on Jack Ruby and Associates”: 
CD 692, “Reproduction of Official CIA 
Dossier on Oswald"; CD 1351, "Conver- 
sations Between Cuban President and 
Ambassador"; CD 698, "Reports of Trav- 
el and Activities of Oswald"; CD 943, 
“Allegations of Pfc. Eugene Dinkin re 
Assassination Plot”; and CD 971, “Tele: 
phone Calls to U. S. Embassy, Canberra, 
Australia, re Planned Assassination 
The titles of these documents are all we 
have to go on, but they're certainly intr 


guing. For example, the public has heard 
nothing about phone calls to the U.S. 
Embassy warning in ad- 


vance of the assassi nor have we 
been told anything about a Pic. Dinkin 
who daims to have knowledge of an as- 
sassination plot. One of the top-secret 
files that most intrigues me is CD 931, 
which is entitled “Oswald's Access to In- 
formation About the 0-2," I have 24 years 
of military experience behind me, on ac 
tive duty and in the reserves, and I've 
never had any access to the U-2; in fact, 
I've never seen one, But apparently th 
“sell-prodaimed Marxist,” Lee Harvey 
Oswald, who we're assured had no ties to 
any Government agency, had access to in- 
formation about the nation's most secret 
high-altitude reconnaissance plane. OF 
course, it may be that none of these CLA 
files reveals anything sinister about Lee 
Harvey Oswald or hints in any way that 
he was employed by our Government. 
But then, why are the 51 CIA documents 
classified top secret in the Archives and 
inaccessible to the public for 75 years? Ги: 
45, so there's no hope for me, but Fm al- 
ready training my cightycarold son to 
keep himself physically fit so that on one 
glorious September morn in 2038 he can 
walk into the National Archives in 
Washington and find out what the CIA 
knew about Lee Harvey Oswald. If 
there's a further extension of the top- 
secret classification, this may become a 
generational alfair, with questions passed 
down from father to son in the manner 
of the ancient runic bards. But some- 
day, perhaps, well find out what Oswald 
was doing messing around with the U-2. 
Of course, there are some CJA documents 
we'll never sce. When the V 
mi: 
on Oswald's activities in Russia that had 


been attached to a State Department 
lener on Oswald's Russian stay, word 
came back that the Agency was terribly 
sorry, but the secret memo had been de 
stroyed while being photocopicd. Т! 
unfortunate accident took place on No- 
vember 23, 1963. a day on which there 
must have occurred a great deal of spon- 
tancous combustion around Washington. 
PLAYBOY: John A. McCone, former di 
rector of the Central Intelligence Agen- 
cy, has said of Oswald: “The Agency 
never contacted him. interviewed 
talked with him or received or solicited 
any reports or information from him or 
communicated 
Lee Harvey Oswald was never asso- 
ciated or connected directly or indirectly, 
in any way whatsoever, with the Agenc 
Why do you refuse to accept McCone's 
word? 

GARRISON: The head of the CIA, it scems 
to me, would think long and hard belore 
he admitted that former employees of his 
had been involved in the murder of the 
President of the United States—e if 
they weren't acting on behalf of the 
Agency when they did it. In 
the CIA's past record hardly йош 
faith in the Agency's veracity, CIA 
officials lied about their role in the over- 
throw of the Arbenz Guzman regime in 
Guatemala; they lied about their role in 
the overthrow of Mossadegh in Iran: 
they lied about their role in the abortive 
military revolt against Sukarno in 1958; 
they lied about the U-2 incident; and 
they certainly lied about the Bay of Pigs. 
If the CIA is ready to lie even about its 
successes—as in Guatemala and Iran— 
do you seriously believe its director 
would tell the truth in a case as explosive 
as this? Of course, CIA officials grow so 
used to lying, so stecped in deceit, that 
after a while I think they really become 
incapable of distinguishing truth and 
falsehood. Or, in an Orwellian sense, 
perhaps they come to believe that truth 
is what contributes to national security, 
and falsehood is anything detrimental to 
national security. John McCone would 
swear he’s a Croatian dwarf if he 
thought it would advance the interests of 
the CIA—which he automatically equates 
with the national interest, 

PLAYBOY: Let's get down to the facts of 
the assassination, as you scc them. When 
—and why—did you begin to doubt the 
conclusions of the Warren Report? 
GARRISON: Until as recently as Nove 
ber of 1966, I had complete faith the 
Warren Report. As a matter of fact, I 
viewed its most vocal critics the 
same skepticism that much of the press 
now views me—which is why I can’t con- 
demn the mass media too harshly for their 
cynical approach, except in the handful 
of cases where newsmen seem to be in 
active collusion with Washington to tor- 
pedo our investigation. Of course, my 
faith in the Report was grounded in 


with 
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ignorance, since I had never read it; as 
Mark. Lane says, "The only way vou can 
believe the Report is not to have read it. 
But then, in November, I visited New 
York City with Senator Russell Long: 
and when the subject of the assassination 
came up, he expressed grave doubts about 
the Warren Commission's conclusion that 
Lee Harvey Oswald was the lone asasi 

Now, this disturbed me, because here was 
the Majority Whip of the U.S. Senate 
speaking, not some publicity hound with 
n ideological ax to grind; and if at this 
ate juncture he still entertained serious 
ions about the Commission's de. 
maybe there was more to 
n than met the eye. So I 
began reading every book and magazine 
rticle on the assassination I could get my 
hands on—my tombstone mar be in- 
scribed “CURIOSITY KILLED THE D.A"— 
and I found my own doubts growing. 
nally, I put aside all other business 
and started to wade through the Warren 


Commission's own 26 volumes of sup- 
"That 


portive evidence and testimon: 
was the clincher. It’s impossible for 
one possessed of reasonable objec 
and a fair degree of intelligence to read 
those 26 volumes and not reach the 
conclusion that the Warren Commi 
was wrong of its major con- 
dusions pertai 
For me, that was the end of innocence. 
PLAYBOY: Do you mean to imply that the 
Warren Commission deliberately con- 
cealed falsified the facts of the 
assassination? 

GARRISON: No, you don't need any ex- 
planation more sinister than incompe- 
tence to account for the Warren Report. 
Though I didn't know it at the time, 
the Commission simply didn't ha 
the facts, and many of those the 
were fraudulent, as Гуе pointed out— 
thanks to the evidence withheld and man- 
ufactured by the СТА. If you add to this 
the fact that most of the Commission 
members had already presumed Oswald's 
guilt and were merely looking for facts to 
confirm it—and in the process tranquilize 
the American public—you’ll realize why 
the Commission was such a dismal failure. 
But in the final analysis, it doesn't make 
a damn bit of difference whether the 
Commission members were sincere pa- 
triots or mountebanks; the question is 
whether Lee Oswald killed the President 
and unaided; if the 
doesn’t support that conclusion—and it 
docsn't—a thousand honorable men si 
ting shoulder to shoulder along the banks 
of the Potomac won't change the fact: 
PLAYBOY: So you began your investiga- 
tion of the Preside assination on 
nothing stronger than your own doubts 
and the theories of the Commission's 
critics? 

GARRISON: No, please don't put words 
in my mouth. The works of the critics— 
particularly Edward Epstein, Harold 


alone evidence 


Weisberg and Mark Lane—sparked my 
general doubts about the assassination; 
but more importantly, they led me into 
specific arcas of inquiry. After I realized 
that something was seriously wrong, 1 
had no alternative but to face the fact 
that Oswald had arrived in Dallas only a 
short time before the assassination and 
that prior to that time he had lived in 
New Orleans for over six months. I be- 
came curious about what this alleged 
assassin was doing while under my juris- 
tion, and my staff began an inves 
tion of Oswald's activities and contacts 
in the New Orleans area. We inter 
viewed people the Warren. Commission 
had never questioned, and а whole new 
world began opening up. As I studied 
Oswald's movements in Dallas, my mind 
turned back to the aftermath of the as- 
sassination in 1963, when my office ques- 
tioned three men—David Fer 
Beaubocuf and Melvin Colfey—on sus- 
picion of being involved in the assassi- 
nal I began to wonder if we hadn't 
dismissed these three men too lightly, 
and we reopened our investigation into 
their activ . 
PLAYBOY: Why did you become interested 
in Ferrie and à November 
1963? 

GARRISON: To explain that, Ell have to 
tell you something about the operation 
of our office. I believe we have one of 
the best district attorney's offices in the 
country. We have no political appoint- 
ments and, as a result, there's а tremen- 
dous amount of esprit among our ма 
and an enthusiasm for looking into unan- 
swered questions. That's why we got 
together the day after the assassination 
and began examining our files and 
checking out every political extremist, 
religious fanatic and kook who had ever 
come to our attention. And one of the 
names that sprang into prominence was 
that of David Ferric- When we checked 
him out, as we were doing with innu- 
merable other suspicious characters, we 
discovered that on November 22nd he 
had traveled to Texas to go "duck hunt- 
ing" and "ice skating." Well, naturally, 
this sparked our interest. We staked out 
his house and we questioned his friends, 
and when he came back—the first thing 
he did on his return, incidentally, was to 
contact а lawyer and then hide out for 
the night at a friend's room in another 
town—we pulled him and his two com- 
panions story of 
Ferri rather 
s through a 
furious thunderstorm to Texas, then ap- 
parently gave up his plans to go duck 
hunting and instead went to an ice 
skating rink in Houston and stood wait- 
ing beside a pay telephone for two hou 
he never put the skates on. We felt his 
movements were suspicious enough to 
justify his arrest and. that of his friends, 
and we took them into custody. When 
we alerted the FBI, they expressed in- 


associates 


terest and asked us to turn the three men 
over to them for questioning. We did, 
but Ferrie was released soon afterward 
and most of its report on him was clas 
sified top secret and secreted in the Na- 
tional Archives, where it will remain 
i le to the public until Septem. 
be 2038 A. p. No one, including me, can 
sce those pages 

PLAYBOY: Why do you believe the FBI 
report on Ferrie is classified? 
GARRISON: For the same reason the Presi 
dent’s autopsy X rays and photos and 
other vital evidence in this case are. clas- 
sified—because they would indicate the 
existence of a conspiracy. involving 
former employees of the CIA, to Kill the 
President. 

PLAYBOY: When you resumed your in- 
vestigation of Ferrie three years later, 
did you discover any new evidence? 
GARRISON: We discovered a whole mare's- 
nex of underground activity involving 
the CIA, elements of the paramilitary 
right and militant antiCastro exile 
groups. We discovered links between 
David Ferric, Lee Oswald and Jack 
Ruby. We discovered, їп short, what 
I had hoped not to find, despite my 
doubts about the Warren Commission— 
the existence of a well-organized con- 
spiracy to assassi John Kennedy, a 
conspiracy that came to fruition in Dal- 
las on November 22, 1963, and in which 
David Ferrie played a vital role. 
PLAYBOY: Accepting for a moment. your 
contention that there was a conspiracy to 
assassinate President Kennedy, have you 
nvolved. 
was 


а! 


n to 
done and wh 
GARRISON: Yes, I have. President 
nedy was killed for one reason: because 
he was working for a reconciliation with 
the U.S.S.R. and Castro's Cuba. His 
assassins were a group of fanatic anti- 
Communists with a fusion of interests 
in preventing Kennedy from achieving 
peacelul relations with the Commu- 
nist world. On the operative level of the 
conspiracy, you find anti-Castro Cuban 
exiles who never forgave Kennedy for 
failing to send in U.S. air cover at the 
Bay of Pigs and who feared that the 
thaw following the Missile Crisis in Octo- 
ber 1962 augured the total frustration of 
their plans to liberate Cuba, They be- 
lieved sincerely that Kennedy had sold 
them out to the Communists. On a high- 
cr, control. level, you find a number of 
people of uluarightewing persuasion— 
not simply conservatives, mind you, but 
people who could be described as neo- 
Nazi, including a small clique that had 
defected from the Minutemen because 
it considered the group "too liberal. 
These clements had their canteens ready 
and their guns loaded; they lacked only 
а target. After Kennedy’s domestic 
moves toward racial integration and hi 
(continued on page 156) 
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in the kookiest, kinkiest private-eye murder-go- 
round ever, our trigger-happy hero finds himself 
up to his shoulder holster in blondes and bodies 


fiction By WILLIAM F. NOLAN тит коом was full 
of naked blondes, An even dozen of them were 
sprawled across the blood-soaked Persian rug 
like so many big, beautiful, broken dolls— 
and the weasel-faced kid with the wild purple 
eyes was coming at me, fast, a smoking cannon 
in cach crippled fist. I knew he was kill-crazy. 
‘Twelve natural blondes had died under his guns 
in the last five minutes, and I was next. 

The kid was grinning, his thin, scarred lips 
pulled back from pointy litte teeth. God, but 
he was ugly! My arms were useless; he'd already 
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planted a slug in each of them, so I kicked 
out desperately at him. And missed. He 
raked the side of my face with one of his 
irons and 1 went down hard. Both 
cannons were aimed at my head. 

Insanc purple light danced in the kid's 
eyes. Then, still grinning, he fired—and 
my skull exploded into raw, red fire. 

At this point, I was either dead or 


dreaming. And I wasn't dead. 
The swivel chair woke me. I'd leaned 
back so far in it that my head cracked 


the window frame behind my desk. I 
blinked death out of my eyes and 
rubbed my scalp, wondering whether 1 
was glad to be alive or not. At my age. 
where I worked and for what I got, I 
couldn't be sure. 

Outside my crummy office, the smog 
pressed down over the city like a hang- 
man’s shroud. It was July in the armpit. 
That's what I call this rat-lousy down- 
town section of Greater Los Angeles be- 
low Spring, where I grub for bread. 
Wino heaven, Geek Street. The armpit 
of LA. 

I tied to read the Times. 
depressed me. The news stories wei 


suicide—but it was Thursday 
hadn't seen a client all week, so 1 was 
allowing myself the luxury of depression. 
ike suicide. Here was a story about 
a rich punk, Anson DeWitt, Jr., whose 
father owned half of Florida. The kid 
had d his brand-new Cobra right 
off a cliff in the Palisades. They found a 
note in his pocket indicating he was in 
some kind of trouble over a bad debt. 
Dumb. Thats all it was. A dumbhead 
thing to turn off the lights over dough 
when your old man owns half of Florida. 
It depressed me. 

"The sun was down and that meant I 
could go home. 

No dames to peck at through hotel 
keyholes; no bums to roust for unpaid 
bills. The ills of society weren't paying 
me a goddamn cent this week. 

1 opened the top drawer of my desk 
and took out a sadly depleted bottle of 
Scotch, Emptied it in three swallows. 


That made me feel a little more human, 
but mea the last of the 
Scotch was gone. I was putting on my 


coat, my back to the open door, when I 


I finished puuing on the coat, then 
turned to see who my potential cli 
was. Tallish. Elegantlooking. Gray 
lored cashınere jacket. Ніз kind 
belong in the armpit. I wondered 
what he wanted with me, so I asked him. 
t you to find a white 1967 Cadil- 

he said, sitting down in my 
ked-leather clients’ chair. He 
looked up at me with the gold-flecked 


eyes of a hunting hawk. 

“Yours?” 

“My wife's. It was—taken.” 

“So call a public cop. I'm private.” 

“There are . . ." He smiled gently 
over the word. “. . . complications." 

“The Cad hot?" 

“No.” 

Got junk in it?” 

He shook his elegant head. “No illegal 
drugs. In fact, there's nothing illegal 
any way about the automobile. I simply 
want it located quickly, without public- 
ity—for personal reasons." 

"Then let's get personal. L work with 
the deck on the table.’ 

“Very well" He fixed me with his 
Һам eyes. “My name is Gibney Eugene 
Raphael. My wife's name is Angeline 
—Angela—and the car is registered 
her name. И was an anniversary gift. 
"ve had twelve happy years together.” 
‘Get to the point, Mr. Raphael. I don't. 
ndown on your marital 


"Ah—but you do, I'm here because 
the happy yeas are ending. My wile is 
having an affair with the man who took 
her Cadillac. 

“IE you know who snatched it, then 
why. 

"Because I'm not equipped to track it 
down on my own. Траг why 1 came to 
you. Angela swcars the car was stolen, 
but I'm sure she gave it to this man, to 
her lover, who is keeping it hidden until 
she can collect the insurance. The money 
she receives will allow her to run off 
with this fellow." 

"You keep her strapped, eh?" 

Again I got the gentle smile. “Angela 
has her allowance, but it is not substan- 
tial enough for her purposes in this 
instance. 

I sighed, rubbing my sore head. “You 

1t me to locate the car and prove this 
it stashed for her? 
acu." 
nd if I find it? What will you do 


“I shall punish her in my own f. 
T don't want the papers to get wind of 
the facts, since I dislike playing the 
cuckold for our national press. Of course, 
Angela has alrcady notified the police, 
representing it as an ordinary theft. 
"Where docs loverboy hang out? 
"He's no boy. His mame is Sidney 
Arlinger. Man late forties. Man- 
ages a small club in Las Vegas, the Cool 
t. TIl provide you with his home 
address. I have a strong hunch the car is 
in his garage. Do we have a deal?” 
Raphael pot out a hand-tooled-leather 
wallet selected some impressive 
bread. I folded it into my hot little palm. 
Now Z was smiling. "Yeah," I said, 
have а dea 


and 


The room was full of naked blondes. 
But this time I t dreaming. The 
room was Marla Tate’s boudoir and she 


had mirrors set in the walls and ceiling, 
reflecting her cream-gold body. Marla 
was on the bed taking a sun bath when I 
walked in, I killed the sun lamp and said 
hello. 

Hi, lover," she murmured in a voice 
you could pet a cat with. 


“Had a dream about you," I told her. 
"You were dead, with eleven other 
blondes.” 


“Ummm, I'd hate being dead.” 
“Ied be a helluva waste,” I admitted, 
king toward her. 
She rolled over on her back and 
smiled at me. She had on a pair of eye 
plugs, or whatever you call them, so she 
couldn't see me. I didn't bother to take 
them off. Everything else was already 
off. 
Later, I said, "Why don't we get ma 
ried and make this legal? 
“Isn't that supposed to be my line?” 
She flipped off the plugs, walked over 
to her dressing table and began to brush 
her hai 
I lit a cigarette and relaxed, watching 
the smooth play of muscles along her 
ack. Marla was, as they say, a lot of 
L We'd known each other for over a 
month and I still wasn't tired of he 
m gonna be gone for a day, maybe 
two. Up to Vegas for a dient.” 
“Bring me back a silver dollar.” 
n't. "They replaced ‘em. No more 
artwheels in Vegas. 
“Then bring me back Frank Si 
a't. They replaced him with Dean 
Martin 
I leaned over her and fingered the vel- 
vet skin along her shoulders. She was 
опе of those soap girls, carved right out 
of a giant bar of Lux. She smelled 
delicious. 1 nibbled her neck. 
“MMMMmmm. 
"Check my answering service in the 
morning for messages Not that 
I expect any, bur one never knows. 
"IK" she agreed, turning to fold her- 
self into my arms. "When do you have to 
leave?" 


АП the way to Vegas, I kept thinking 
how much I didn't buy this case. Too 
many loose ends И Angela Raphael 
wanted to run away, why pull such а 
complicated gig? If she needed the 
scratch, why not get it from this Arlinger 
guy? And if he was too poor to supply 
why would he be dumb cnough to agree 
to stash her Cad? Spooky. But it paid the 
rent and mine was ovcrduc—so I'd go 
along with the tricky Mr. Raphacl. But 
I'd alo keep my eyes wide open. 

It was dark when I drove into (ом 
No, not dark; it's never dark in Vegas 
The main stem glitered like 10.000 
Christmas wees and 1 eased the Chevy to 
the curb in front of a giant, illuminated 
cowboy who was maybe 50 feet high. 

The Cool Cat was half a block down, 


“But the computer said you'd sleep with me.” 
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with a neon kitten in a tux blinking 
across the facade. Raphael had suggested 
I give Uie place a look-over to make 
sure Arlinger was working the floor. If 
so, I could proceed to check out his 
garage hout worrying about being 
interrupted. 

I had a photo of y Arlinger- 
Beely guy with a Chaplin mustache and 
lots of teeth in his smile. I'd know him 
when I saw him. 

Inside the club, at the bar, I let my 
eyes adjust as the barman laid a Scotch 
on me. By the time my glass was half 
empty, I'd spotted Arlinger. He was con- 
versing with a neat number in gossamer 
hose by the rear door. Now 1 could 
move. 

On my way out, a meaty broad in a 
dress that plunged lower than the stock 
market in "29 gave me a husky come-on: 
“Why the rush, sugar?” 

“My rich aunt just died in a balloon 
1 told her. “I have to pick up 
nce." 

‘ake me along." 

"Sorry. 1 only pick up one bundle at a 
time. 

Outside, as I drove away, I saw a 
darkred Pontiac slip in behind me. It 
rode my tail, a block back. Which was 
not good, because I'd seen the same red 
Pontiac earlier in the evening. Maybe 
Mr. Raphael didn't trust his employees. 

I rolled on out to the Strip—green- 
back country—where the big clubs oper- 
ate, past the Sands, the Stardust, the 
Dunes and the rest of them. The Pontiac 
stayed well back in traffic, riding me like 
a pro. I decided to go ahead and check 
out Arlinger's garage, since it figured the 
guy in the Pont would know where 1 was 
headed. I'd let him play out his hand, 

"rhe bright lights of the Strip faded 
into normally lit residential streets. 
Sometimes you forget real people live in 


real hou as. I braked the Chevy 
and got out. The gun under my coat felt 
warn and comfori 


least one friend у 
trusted my .98 Smith 
spring-clip holster. 

Arlinger's place 
ern: a pinkstucco 
and lifeless. I stepped 
of the house, moved 
drive. 

‘The garage door began sliding up. 
ently I'd broken a hidden eye beam 
know about. Raphael hadn't 
mentioned it. 

There she was: a ghost-white Cad 
sedan, all chrome and custom leather, 
sitting in the garage waiting for some 
chump to find her. Because that's what 
I was, a chump who'd been sold out. 
People who hide Cadillacs don't leave 
them in unlocked garages. Raphael had 
a reason for getting me here, and it had 
nothing to do his mate’s love life. 

A crunch of gravel spun me around. I 


round to the rear 
long the pebbled 


had my .38 ош and was hallway to 
cover when a gun began spitting at me 
like grease on а hot skillet. E felt a sharp 
tug at my coat as a slug whipped 
through it. Then I was belly-flat behind 
а mass of thick shrub, ready to exchange 
ballistic greetings. 

med just below a blue-orange stab 


of fire and triggered off a couple. A 
grunt. Then а broken, wet, rattling 
cough, 


"Damn you, Challis!” 

He came staggering out of the trees 
into the filtered light of the drive, and I 
didn't do a thing. I п'є have to. He 
was already as good as dead. 

He didn't ring any bells with me. 
Bony face, with a nose like a cavalry 
saber. A long scar lived under the nose, 
tucking itself into his neck. 

Why'd you try and tag me?" I asked 
him. 1 stood up. He'd dropped his iron, 
so it was safe enough. 

"Damn you, Challis!” 

"You're repeating yourself,” I said. 
“Try answering my question." 

“Try going to hell!” he whispered, and 
flopped over. 

His wallet told me this pile of dead 
meat had been a guy named Samuel 
Meehan—and that put him into focus 
for me. Sad Sammy Meehan, a runt from 
Chi with his iron for hire. Paid (by 
Raphael?) to put me away. Why? 

I took a quick gander at the Cad. It 
bore Nevada plates and was properly 
dated and registered to Sidney W. 
Arlinger at this address. Which meant 
Raphael had lied about the car all the 
way down the line. 1 wasn't surprised. 

I backed through the hidden cye and 
the door slid closed. 

Getting out my pocketknife, I. pried 
my slug out of Sad Sammy's chest and 
left him for the cops to find. They'd be 
glad someone put the freeze on him. 
One less crumb on the table. With the 
used slug in my pocket, I was home free. 

In the moining, I'd be asking Mr. 
Raphael some pertinent questions, but 
before driving back to L.A., I needed 
a little sacktime. 

‘The hot-eyed chick behind the desk at 
the Gambler's Choice Motel looked me 
up and down and said, “You alone, 


sweetie?” 
“I have my motherinJaw in the 
trunk,” 1 said. "Then there's the guy 


under the hood. He's an engine nut. 
Likes to stay close to his work.” 

Just askin’, that’s all" She looked 
mified. “That'll be ten bucks for a 


paid and she gave me a key. 

"The room smelled of disinfectant. I 
opened a window to let in some gam- 
blers air, and when I turned back to- 
ward the bed, a tall guy was standing in 
front of it with a Colt Woodsman in his 
hand. Aimed at me. His dark skin was 
pitted like the hull of a rusty freighter 


and a pair of tobacco-brown eyes burned 
out of a hard, се that could 
take a lot of bea nd not crack 
a face that never smiled. 
played this scene once 
tonight?” I said. 

“Yeah—but this ti 
around for no curt 

Т knew the bo. 
O'Toole, from Cincy.” 

“Right, chum 

“And Gib Raphael hired you to kill 
me?” 

“That's for me to know and you to 
wonder about.” 

I was trying to buy some time, but 
O'Toole’s Colt moved a half inch to the 
left—to level on my heart area. The 
Indian was through talking. His iron 
would finish the conversation. Jt would 
tell me I was dead. 

I was about to try for O'Tooles gun 
hand, certain I'd never live to reach it, 
when three тиса thuds lifted my 
guest off his feet and put him on the 
bed. 

A fat little man with a square 
mustache stepped through the door, 
unscrewing a silencer from the barrel of 
a Luger. He walked over to the bed, 
looked calmly down at Indian O'Toole. 
“He'll ruin the mattress." 

“He almost ruined me. Thanks for the 
target work.” 

"I don't believe we've met. I'm Sidney 
Arlinger.” 

He slipped the gun into his pocket 
and extended a chubby hand. | shook 
"Bart Challis. Private detective from 
LA” 

“Do they have anything to drink 
here?" 

"P can ring for the maid, 
might want to make the bed 

“Forget it,” said Arlinger. "I'm just— 
kind of tense.” 

“Welcome to the dub. I've been that 
way for the last fifteen years.” 

Arlinger slumped down heavily in an 
overstufled chair by the wall. J did some 
pacing while we talked. 
ап you explain why two hoods tried 
to chill me tonight, Mr. Arlinger?” 

“Possibly. Firs, would you care to tell 
mc why you were trying to steal my 
Cadillac" 

I grinned. "That’s a switch. I was told 
you were the boy who took it away from 


"Haven't | 


ne, you won't be 
» calls." 
“You're 


Indian 


but she 


а gal named Angela Raphael. Know 
her?” 

“OF course I know her. We've been 

. very close." 

‘Like dose enough 1o shack up 
together?” 

He looked disturbed. 


pulsed in his forehead. " 
married to Raphacl. And is completely 
faithful to him. Did he tell you she 

wasn't?" 
1 told him what Raph 
“All lies. You were the patsy. After 
(continued on page 86) 


fine 
fox 


sandy dennis, keir dullea and england's anne heywood star 
in d. h. lawrence's evocative tale of primordial passions 


IN 1921, just five years before he was to begin work on Lady 
Chatterley's Lover, D. H. Lawrence wrote The Fox, a powerful 
novella depicting frustration and fulfillment. Now, almost a 
half century later, producer Raymond (The Leather Boys) 
Stross brings Lawrence's story to the screen for the first time. 


PHOTOGRAFHY BY ALEXAS URBA 


In The Fox, Anne Heywood and Sandy Dennis ронгсу English spinsters whose farm is ravaged 
by a fox. Keir Dullea, as a merchant seaman, visits the farm and discovers his grandfather 


sold it to the girls. Thus allowed to spend his leave there, Dullea seduces Miss Heywood 
(above). After Anne announces that she plans to marry Dullea, Miss Dennis breaks into tear: 
Below, when Anne comforts Sandy, the gesture turns into an embrace of unexpected emotion. 


“She lowered her eyes and suddenly saw tne fax. . .. And he knew her. She was spellbound, and she knew he knew 
her.” With these words, D. Н. Lawrence describes how March (Anne Heywood) comes їо view the fox as a male symbol. 
After allowing the predator to escape, March, in an autoerotic episode, becomes newly aware of her own sexuality. 


On location in Canada for The Fox, Anne Heywaad, a former Miss Great Britain, pases provacatively far an exclusive PLAYEOY shoating. Anne 
won her rale in true Hollywood style: Haward Kach, co-author of the screenplay, met her at a film-colony cocktail party and declared, 
“You're my March.” Before The Fox, Anne proved her versatility by playing an assortment of sophisticates an screen and Peter Pan on stage. 
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Tht POP-OP CAPER (continued from page 80) 


Sammy killed you, he would have put a 
slug from your .38 into me and placed 
me behind the wheel of the Cadillac. 
Then he would have put Ais gun in my 
hand. To the police it would appear that 
you and 1 had shot cach other during an 
attempt, on your part, to steal my car.” 
"Why should Raphael pick me?" 
“You are a poor man, a private investi- 
gator of dubious character. The police 
would believe you saw a chance to lift 
a car for some quick money. People a 
whole lot more respectable have tried 


"And where did you jus jump up 
from? How did you know I was at this 
motel?" 

Arlinger shifted his bulk in the chair, 
nervously fingered his mustache. “I was 
lured into the alley behind my club 
shortly after your visit there. I was 
abducted by Mechan and taken to my 
home, where I was left tied in Mechan’s 
саг while he attempted to gun you.” 

"Red Pontiac?" 

“No. The Pontiac belonged to 
O'Toole, who was backup man on the 
operation. When Sammy didn’t return, 
I managed to free myself. O'Toole had 
parked farther back, awaiting Meehan. 
When he saw your car pull away, he 
knew the job had been botched and fol- 
lowed you here to this motel. I trailed 
along." 

“Exactly why does Raphael want you 
dead?" 

“I have no idea. Gib and I have been 
close friends for years. I'm truly mys- 
tified.” 

His eyes told me he wasn't spilling all 
he knew. 

“TH have a stern talk with Mr. 
Raphael about this" I sai 

“You'd better be careful. 
pleased you're still alive.” 

"Look—can you handle the Indian?” 

“Certainly. I'll tell the police that 
O'Toole tried to rob me and that I was 
forced to shoot him. He staggered blindly 
into your room to die. You won't be 
implicated in any way. As a substantial 
property holder and owner of the Cool 
Cat, I wield a certain amount of 
influence in town.” 

‘Owner? 1 thought you just managed 
the joint.” 

“Another Falsehood. Gib wanted you 
to think I needed money. I don't. I am 
very rich, Mr. Challis. Rich enough to 
pay you for saving my life.” 

He handed me a sheaf of fresh green. 
I pocketed it without an argument. If 
this kept up, I'd be the richest stiff in the 
morgue. 

I'd arrived in Vegas working for Gib 
Raphael. Now I left on Sid Arlinger's 
money. I was getting sweet music out of 
both ends of the horn. 


"The lobby of the Golden Roxy Hotel 


b won't be 


smelled like somebody's old bathrobe. I 
was in Hollywood, the secdy end of it 
near Western, where you can get а hair 
cut or a mug job for the same price. 

The leathery crone behind the desk 
gave me a gimpy stare. “Whatcha want?" 

“I was hoping for an orgy,” 1 told her, 
laying a folded fivedollar bill on the 
counter, "but I'll settle for Myna 
O'Toole's room number." 

Her claw snapped down over the fiver 
and she smiled. It was awful to watch; 
her mouth looked like a bomb crater. 
"Tharll be number thirty-nine, mister. 
Third floor. Take the stairs up. We ain't 
got no elevator." 

"Myna in now?" 

"She aint ridin’ 
circus." 

Тһе stairs were as dark as а pawn- 
broker's soul, but I managed them—and 
laid my knuckles on the unpainted door 
of room 39. 

The door squeaked open a few inches 
and a woman's face peered from the 
crack. It was a tired, used-up face. "If 
you're law, Im clean,” said Myna 
- "Been off the stuff for months.” 
I said. "Im a friend of 


bareback at the 


“Where is the bastard?” 

“Croaked. Bought it last night. Can 
we talk?" 

She shrugged and moved back, pull- 
ing the frayed ends of a colorless terry- 
cloth robe closer around her gaunt body. 
Her hair was a rat's nest of dyed red. 

I stepped in to face a florid mass of 
flab sitting on the fold-down bed. 

“This here's the house dick,” she 
“Name's Bannister, He's just lea 
aincha, Fats?” 

Fats Bannister poked a dead cigar into 
his face, pulled on a stained pair of blue 
slacks and buttoned a wrinkled shirt 
over the swell of his gut. He was flushed 
with booze and mean-looking. I stood 
aside as he lumbered from the room. 

"S' long, Fats,” said the girl, shutting 
the door alter him. “I've got to give a 
little to Fats to stay out of stir," she told 
me. "I'm on horse and he keeps the fuzz 
off. Now, honey, tell me all about my 
latc husband.” 

"Nothing much to tell He tried to 
chill me in Vegas and another party 
intervened. I got your name from his 
wallet.” 

“Whatcha want with me?” 

“Talk.” 

She slumped into a broken-backed 
sofa and I sat down on the bed. The air 
was sour with cheap whiskey. 

“Well, snap it up. I don't feel so hot.” 

“Who hired Indian when he worked 
out of L.A?” 

“Plenty of people.” 

“People named Raphael?” 

b Raphael gave him a job now and 

She scratched her rats nest. 


“Maybe Lorrie could help ya. She knows 
Raphael real good.” 

"How good?" 

"Good cnough to make it with him 
whenever he stops by to sce her. She's a 
looker.” 

"Last name?" 

"Maddox. Lorraine Maddox. We usta 
pal around before I got on the stuff. She 
lives somewhere in Studio City now. I 
know her and Raphael been makin' it for 
over a year. They dig each other.” 

“You got a phone?” 

“End of the hall.” 

“Thanks.” J started to leave but felt 
her fingers close on my arm. 

“Why not stick around—and console a 
grieving widow?” 

“Love to, but 1 was crippled in the 
War,” 1 said. “Got nothing below the 
belt but shiny scar tissue.” 

She yelled something obscene at me 
as I headed for the phone. 

Under a dim overhead bulb that 
hadn't been changed since Teddy Roose- 
velt was elected. President, I looked up 
Lorraine Maddox and dialed her Studio 
Cit 


number. 
eah?" A tough feminine voice. 

"Hello—Lorraine?" 

"Who's this?" 

“Challis. Private cop. I just got back 
from Vegas, where your boy Raphael 
sent two hoods to chill me. They're both 
dead now and I'd like to discuss the 
situation.” 

Her toughness dissolved into fear. 
“Then it’s started!” 

“What has?" 

“The killing. I was scared it would. 
God, its gonna be a bloodbath!” 

She obviously knew a lot more than I 
did. 

"I need some inside info. Can you 
supply it?” 

She hesitated. I could hear her breath- 
ing fast. 

“OK. I'm ten kinds of chump for spill- 

ing to you, but I’m liable to get it next 
someone doesn’t stop this thing now.” 
"I'll. be right over.” 
“No . . . not here. 1 don't want to be 
seen with you. Listen, meet me at the 
Arapaho Bookshop on Hollywood Bou- 
levard. In their popart room." 

"You mean the place in back where 
they keep all the old comic books?" 

“That's it. They lock the room in the 
mornings, but I know the owner. He'll 
give me a key. We can talk in private 
there.” 

"When?" 

"Gimme time to pick up the key on 
the way. Meet you there in half an 
hour." 

"Check," I said. 

I ankled into the bar next door to the 
Roxy and had myself a cold beer. Hunt- 
ing down Myna O'Toole had paid off. I'd 
figured both Raphael and Arlinger were 
(continued on page 185) 
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behold,astormy wind came out of the north, 
and a great cloud, with brightness round 
about it and fire flashing forth continually 


fiction By RAY RUSSELL AN INVISIBLE STARSHIP stood at 
rest near a canal. If the eye could have seen it, the sight would 
have been one of immense beauty, for it was a thing of har- 
monious circles: an outer rim, hollow and transparent, in 
which the crew of four lived and worked and looked out upon 
space and suns and exotic worlds; contained this circle, 
another, the core of powerful engines whose surging, flaming 
energy propelled the ship across galactic distances. And all of 
this unseen. 

Inside, the captain spoke briefly to his specialist, first class. 
“Your report is finished, then? We can embark?” 

Yes, sir.” 
hat was fast work.” 

“These rudimentary cultures are all very much alike. The 
report is simple—planet's inhabitants too primitive to compre- 
hend our presence here, therefore suggest а return in а few 
millennia when the species may be more advanced and we 
can set up cultural and scientific exchange, trade, and so 

The first mate drew near them. 
they're too primitive? They have language, laws, religion. 

"But no technology,” said the specialist. "They couldn't 
possibly understand that we come from another planet, the 
very concept ‘planet’ is beyond them . . . no, no, to try to 
establish contact now would be traumatic for them. If we 
revealed ourselves—flicked off the й bility shield—there 

ramifications . . . repercussions. . . ." 


n. 

“Ripples,” replied the specialist, with a nod. “An apt word, 
Like a pebble dropped in a pond, spawning ever larger and 
larger and more grandiose images of its own smallness, so even 
an instantaneous glimpse of us and our ship could, with time 
and retellings, become magnified and elaborated and distorted 
—into something far beyond anything we could dream.” 

“Then fet us head for home and a well-earned leave, 
the captain. 

The first mate added, “And a wellshaped young lady I 
hope has been pining away in solitude!” 

“Ah, youth——" began the captain, but broke off as his 


said 
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navigator approached with a worried air. “Trouble?” the 
captain asked. 
“Yes, sir, I'm afraid so," said the navigator. 
"Serious 
“A litle. The main engine is inoperable— just as 1 feared.” 
The first mate said, “That rough landing damaged more 
than our pride.” 
“What about the auxiliary engine?” asked the captain. 
Ш get us home, just barely, but it won't hold up under 
of lift-oft —" 


‘Unless we conserve all other energy. That means 
switching off lights, chart banks, communications, sensors, 
у shield, everything—but only for those first few 
f liftoff, of course." 


“Then do 
“Yes, 
The specialist, alarmed, said, "Capta 

shield! We must not turn that off!” 

"You heard the navigator. It's our only chance—and it will 
just be for a few seconds,” He nodded to the navigator, 
saying, “Lift off.” Then he looked out through the transparent 
hull at the world they would soon depart. “Primitive, you say. 
Well, you're the expert. But it's too bad we can't contact them. 
now. It might have been interesting. They're so much like 
us, they're almost human.” 

hardly that,” said the specialist, as the starship 
“They're monofaced, and their fect are different, and 
they completely lack wings. But I know what you me: 

Outside, a bearded denizen of the primitive planet blir 
stared, pointed. 

“Behold!” he cried to a compa ^A whirlwind! A great 
doud! A бге! Men with wings and many faces! A wheel . . . 
in the middle of a wheel! 

“Where? What?” said his companion, turning a second too 
late. “I saw nothing, Ezekiel.” 

But, roiled by that whirlwind, the waters of the Chebar 


canal were a dancing spiderwork of ripples. 


ed, 
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тре english bunt breakyast 


from kedgeree to kippers, it's a repast of mouth-watering munificence 


Sood by Thomas MANIO wuenever л FOREIGNER visiting Great Britain is tempted to fault English cooking, John 
Bull has an unassailable comeback: his British breakfast. The sumptuous arguments on its behalf are still found in 
English country homes, where seemingly endless rows of bone-china tureens and silver chafing dishes are banked on 
the English sideboard. The evidence is incontestable: scrambled eggs and gammon, tender kidneys in madeira, fried 
lobster cutlets, deviled pheasant legs, cold partridge, warm currant buns, berry preserves and fragrant honeys either 
from the Scotch heather or from flowers that seem to have been especially grown for the English breakfast table. 
And busy Londoners, having to offer a daily challenge to the cold drizzle and fog, won't settle for the skimpy victuals 
otherwise known as the Continental breakfast; they fortify themselves with platters of fried eggs, squired by plump 
sausages, large rashers of bacon, grilled tomatoes, racks of hot toast and Һи ©ир», sometimes pintsize, filled these 
days more and more with coffee rather than with tea. It's an infinitely rich vein of breakfast ideas for Americans 
reconnoitering new ways to celebrate Sundays and holidays. 

The English breakfast enjoys its greatest glory after a hunt, a shoot or a ride. On-rare occasions, it may take 
place before the hunt. In some instances, English hunt breakfasts have been served at five or six o'clock in the after- 
noon. Reynard's elusiveness notwithstanding, the elegant hot English breakfast is waiting. The fact that it can wait 


PLAYBOY 


90 


makes it perfectly cut out for American 
brunchers. They, too, on weekends feel 
the same primeval instinct for the chase. 
The rumble of a Porsche may supplant 
the whinny of a horse and the pursuit 
of the fox may give way to the pursuit of 
par. But after hitting the parkway or the 
fairway for several hours, Americans are 
overtaken by the same ravening hunger 
an Englishman feels after an hour or two 
in the saddle. 

The English have always been a har- 
dy, seafaring race, not only to conquer 
empires and armadas but to find had- 
dock, cod and mackerel for the English 
breakfast room. Every single lake and 
stream in the British Isles has been ran- 
sacked by fishermen with the same noble 
goal. The Empire may have disappeared, 
but Britannia still rules the breakfast. 
Over the years, its cooks have learned 
ways of handling fish that are not only 
simple but the envy of all autocrats of 
the breakfast table, no matter what their 
nationality. For instance, there’s the Eng- 
lish way of pre trout, inspired 
originally by the cooks of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. Now, in the Western 
world, most fish for frying are dipped in 
flour, eggs and bread crumbs, а method 
ely used and so English that all 
nal French chefs call it à lan- 
glaise. But the delightful twist to Mag- 
dalen trout, invented in bygone days 
when Oxford boys rode to hounds, is 
that it's dipped in flour, eggs and then in 
finely chopped almonds. These days, the 
latter can be chopped as fast as one can 
Jay hands on a blender. Let the brunch- 
man taste any fish fillet en the almond 
treatment, be it Dover sole, Long Island. 
flounder or Rocky Mountain trout; let 
him take a single bite, and if he’s а culi- 
nary Anglophobe, he'll instantly be con- 
verted to a -phile. The fish that perhaps 
more than any other brings an American 
around to the English breakfast board is 
finnan haddie, It was named for the fish- 
ing town of Findon, in Scotland. A shack 
filled with haddock, legend has it, 
caught fire. For all we know, it may 
have been the same shack whose burn- 
ing led the Chinese to discover roast 
pork. In any event, when the flames sub- 
sided and the “maister” tasted the fish, 
he discovered that it was not consumed 
with flames but merely smoked, “It’s nae 
so nasty; taste it you, Sandy?" he asked 
the next fisherman. Soon others discov- 
ered its melting. mild smoky flavor, and 
in time it gained international repute. 
When an old hand in Britain prepares 
creamed finnan haddie, the fish is never 
scandalized with a gummy sauce. Re- 
spectfully, the split haddie is soaked in 
cold water for three or four hours—or 
occasionally overnight—to remove any 
excess salt. The haddlie is sometimes 
immersed in hot water for 20 minutes, 


and then 


slowly simmered until tender 
with half milk and half water, where- 


upon it’s drained. In the chafing dish, 
immolare in hot sweet cream. А speck 
of white pepper and perhaps 
knob of butter may be added, bi 
ing else. Rival 
days of the East India Company is kedg- 
eree, another dish that loyally awaits 
the breakfast bell. It's a 
origin made with rice, cooked fish or 
shellfish, hard-boiled eggs and cream. 


When it comes to scorning English cook- 
but 


ery, the French yield to no one; 
even Parisian restaurants have 
kedgerce to their culinary bosom, calling 
it kadgiori and—in a coalsto Newcastle 
gesture—dousing it with a superlluous 
white-wine sauce. On a chill October 
moming, hot English kedgeree will 
gather bruncunen of all persuasions 
round the chafing dish 

In England, men invited to spend a 
morning shooting cling to the strange 
custom of offering all birds shot to the 
host. The host accepts them and then, as 
а chivalrous gesture, may return a few 
tiny quail or a single grouse to his 
guests, but keeps the biggest part of the 
һар. In return, of course, the hungry 
guests then march to the host's breakfast 
table, where they find such delicacies as 
roast quail or potted grouse or, in fact, 
almost any game in season. When game 
is out of season, pigeon pie, deviled 
chicken legs and creamed turkey hash 
prove worthy stand-bys. 

English breakfast parties are never 
clock-watching аай. Guests may strag- 
gle in at wi reason, eggs 
are best made to order. A bowl of eggs 
in the shell, butter, a Teflon pan to be 
used over a trivet flame and a spatula 
make it a simple matter for guests to 
indulge in their own scrambling, frying 
or omeleting. All year long, Englishmen 
are curry minded. In hot weather, curries 
of chicken, lamb or shrimp counteract the 
effects of heat and languid appetites. On 
cold fall mornings, nothing thaws the 
bones as well as a smooth, hot curry— 
nothing, that is, except, perhaps, a hot 
rum flip or a mug of hot buttered grog 
made with either Irish or Scotch whisky. 
Such warm comforts in no way contra- 
indicate а big pitcher or carafe of orange 
juice laced with vodka or with the new 
very light rum now coming from Haw: 
Speaking of the spirit world, among the 
delightful oddments to grace the break- 
fast table these days are French prunes 
in Armagnac and Scotch marmalade 
with curacao. If you can't find them on 
the gourmet shelves in your neighbor- 
hood, you can add your own Armagnac 
or your own curagio to the cooked 
prunes or marmalade, respectively, re- 
membering in both cases not to over- 
pour. The prunes are best if the fruit and 
the brandy are allowed to ripen several 
days before serving. 

In the Highlands years ago, weekend 
guests occasionally would be startled to 
hear the family piper beneath their bed. 


room window, piping the rouse. The din 
was pardoned when the guests partook of 
the porridge with cream, the salted her- 
rings, eggs. ham, cheese, barley cakes 
oatcakes, jellies and jars, as well as the 
flummery and Jamaica rum awai 
them їп the big hall near the peat 
burning fireplace. With or without the 
skirling of bagpipes, the following dishes 
will deliciously and decisively break the 
fast for the most robust trencherman. 
Each recipe serves six. 


KEDGEREE 


1 medium-size onion, minced very fine 

2 teaspoons salad oil 

Salt, pepper 

1 small bay leaf 

14 cups rice 

11% Ibs. fresh salmon steak 

3 hard-boiled eggs 

14 cup butter 

juice of 1 lemon 

2 tablespoons finely minced parsley 

1 tablespoon finely minced. chives 

1 сир light cream 

In heavy saucepan, sauté onion in oil 
until onion is tender but not brown, Add 
3 cups water, 11% teaspoons salt and 
bay leaf. Bring water to a boil and stir in 
rice. Reduce flame as low as possible and 
cook, covered, without stirring, 15 to 18 
minutes or until rice is tender. Remove 
bay leaf from rice. Boil salmon steak in 
slightly salted water, using just enough 
water to cover fish, until salmon flakes 
easily—about 10 to 12 minutes. Remove 
salmon from water; remove and 
bones from salmon and break fish into 
large flakes. Cut hard-boiled eggs into 
small dice. Melt butter in large skillet or 
flameproof casserole. As soon as butter 
begins to brown, add rice, salmon, eggs. 
lemon juice, parsley and chives. Keep 
the flame low and toss ingredients thor- 
oughly. Season with silt and pepper. 
When all ingredients are heated 
through, add cream. When cream is hot, 
kedgerce is ready to serve. Correct sea- 
soning if necessary- Keep in covered 
chafing dish or in a casserole on an eec 
tric hot tray. Dish may be cooked one 
day and reheated thc next. Additional 
cream may be added if kedgeree seems 
dry upon reheating. 


LAMB KIDNEYS MADEIRA 


12 lamb kidneys 

1 tablespoon salad oil 

2 tablespoons butter 

2 tablespoons minced shallots or onion 

14 cup madeira or sherry 

1 tablespoon cognac 

11⁄4 cups chicken broth, canned or fresh 

3 tablespoons flour 

16 teaspoon lemon juice 

2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce 

1 teaspoon Pickapeppa sauce 

Salt, pepper 

Remove fat and outer membrane from 
kidneys, if necessary (usually, the butcher 

(concluded on page 152) 


term. Indeed, no week in Mexico is without its horrors 
for every last Mexican alive—it is a city and a country 
where the bones of the dead seem to give the smell of 
their char to every desert wind and auto exhaust and 
frying tortilla. The mournfulness of unrequited injus- 
tice hangs a shroud across the centuries. Every Mexican 
is gloomy until the instant he becomes happy, and then 
he is a m ac. He howls, he whistles, smoke of murder 
passes olf his pores, he bullics, he beseeches friendship, 
he is a clown, a brigand, a tragic figure suddenly merry. 
The intellectuals and the technicians of Mexico abomi- 
nate their national character because it is always in the 
way, It puts the cracks in the plaster of new buildings, it 
forgets to cement the tiles, it leaves rags in the new pipes 
of new office buildings and forgets to put the gas cap 
back on the tank. So the intellectuals and the techni- 
i hate the bullfight as well. You cannot meet a 
so t in Mexico who approves of the running of the 
bulls. They are trying to tum Mexico into a modem 
country, and thus the same war goes on there that goes 
on in three quarters of the world—the battlefront is 
the new highways to the suburbs. and the corporation's 
office buildings, the walls of hospital white and the 
myopic sheets of glass. In Mexico, like everywhere else, 
it is getting harder and harder to breathe in a mood 
through the pores of the city because more and more of 
the city is being covered with corporation architecture, 
with surgical dressing. To the vampires and banshees 
and dried blood on the cactus in the desert is added the 
horror of the new technology in an old murder-ridden 
land. And four o'clock on Sunday is the beginning of re- 
lease for some of the horrors of the week. If many come 
close to feeling the truth only by telling a lie, so Mexi- 
cans come close to love by watching the flow of blood on 
an animal's flanks and the certain death of the bull 
before the bravery and/or humiliation of the bullfighter. 

I could never have understood it if someone tied to 
explain ahead of time, and in fact, I came to love the 
bullfight long before 1 comprehended the first thing 
about why I did. That was very much to the good. 
There are not too many experiences a radical American 
intellectual could encounter in those days (when the 
youngest generation was called the silent generation) 
which invaded his surc sense of his own intellectual 
catego! I did not like the first bullfights I saw, the 
formality of the ritual bored me, the fights appeared 
poor (indeed they were) and the human content of the 
spectacle came out atrocious. Narcissistic matadors, vain 
when they made a move, pouting like a girl stood up on 
Saturday night when the crowd turned on them, clumsy 
at killing, and the crowd, brutal to a man. In the Plaza 
Mexico, the Indians in the cheap seats buy a paper 
cup of beer and when they are done drinking, the walk 
to the w.c. is miles away, and besides they are usually 
feeling sullen, so they urinate in their paper cup and 
hurl it down in a cascade of harvest gold, Indian piss. М 
you are an American escorting an American girl who 
has blonde hair, and you have tickets in sol, you buy 
your girl a cheap sombrero at the gate, for otherwise she 
will be a prime target of attention. Indeed, you do well 
not to sit near an American escorting a blonde whose 
head is uncovered, for the aim of a drunken Indian is no 
better than you when your aim is drunk, So no surprise 
if one's early detestation of the bullfight was fortified in 
kidney brew, Azteca. 


Members of a minority group are always ready to take 
punishment, however, and I was damned if I was going 
to be excluded from still another cult. So I persisted in 
going to bullfights, and they were a series of lousy 
bullfights, and then the third or fourth time I gor reli- 
gion. It was a windy afternoon, with threats of rain, and 
now and then again ten minutes of rain, poisonous 
black clouds overhead, the chill gloom of a black sky on 
Sundays in Mexico, and the particular torero (whose 
name I could not recall for anything) was а clod. He had 
a nasty build. Little spindly legs, too big a chest, a butt 
which was broad and stolid, real peasant ass, and a 
vulgar worried face with a gold tooth. He was engaged 
with an ugly bull who kept chopping at the muleta with 
his horns, and occasionally the bul] would catch the 
muleta and Hing it in the air and trample it and wonder 
why the object was either dead or not dead, the bull 
smelling a hint of his own blood (or the blood of some 
cousin) on the blood of the muleta, and the crowd 
would hoot, and the torero would go over to his sword 
handler at the barrera. and shake his head and come out. 
h a new muleta, and the bull would chop, and the 
wind would zig the muleta out of control, and then the 
matador would drop it and scamper back to the barrera, 
and the crowd would jeer and the piss would fly in 
yellow arcs through the rain all the way down from the 
cheap seats, and the whores would make farting sounds 
with their spoiled knowledgeable mouths, while the 
aficionados would roll their eyes, and the sound of 
Mexican laughter, that operative definition of the echo 
of total disgust, would shake along like jelly-gasoline 
through the crowd. 

I got a look at the bullfighter who was the center of 
all this. He was not a man I could feel something for. 
He had a cheap pimp's face and a dull thoroughgoing 
vanity. His face, however, was now in despair. There 
was something going on for him more humiliating than 
humiliation—as if his life was going to take a turn into 
something more dreadful than anything it had encoun- 
tered until now. He was in trouble. The dead dull fight 
he was giving was going to be death for certain hopes 
in his psyche. Somehow it was going to be more final 
than the average dead dull fight to which he was oby 
ously all too accustomed. I was watching the despair of 
a profoundly mediocre man. 

Well, he finally gave up any attempt to pass the bull, 
and he worked the animal forward with jerks of his 
muleta to left and right, a competent rather than а 
beautiful technigue at best, and even to my untutored 
eye he was a mechanic at this, and more whistles, and 
then desperation all over that vain incompetent pimp's 
face, he profiled with his sword, and got it halfway in, 
and the animal took a few steps to one side and the 
other and fell over quickly. 

The art of killing is the last skill you learn to judge in 
bullfighting, and the kill on this ramy afternoon left me 
less impressed than the crowd. Their jeers were replaced 
by applause (later I learned the crowd would always 
applaud а kill in the lung—all audiences are Broadway 
audiences) and the approbation continued sufficiently 
for the torero to take a tour of the ring. He got no ears, 
he certainly didn't deserve them, but he had his tour 
and he was happy, and in his happiness I found there 
something likable about him. So this bad bullfight 
in the rain had given a drop (continued on page 112} 


“Darling, guess what? The circus is in town!” 
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as thinking machines, they have been 
the stupid victims of an inflated press 


COMPUTERS: 
THEIR BULTHN 


LIMITATIONS 


ARTICLE BY MAX GUNTHER 


“or 
New York. He seemed to be stranglin; 
neck shirt. It the evening of Elect 
and the n. Here he was, 
on the air with the desperately important Election 
Night coverage, competing with the two enemy net- 
works to see whose magnificently transistorized. fear- 
fully fast electronic computer could predict the poll 
results soonest and best. Live coverage: tense-voiced, 
sweating announcers, papers flapping around, aura of 
unbearable suspense. The whole country watching. 
And what happens? The damned computer quits 

Oh, my God. The computer rooms disintegrated in 
panic. Engineers leaped with trembling screwdrivers 
at the machine's intestines. The director stared fish- 
eyed at a mathematician. A key-punch girl yattered 
terrified questions at a programmer. Young Madison 
Avenue types rushed in and out, uttering shrill cries. 
And the computer just sat there. 

Fhe story of this ghastly evening has circulated 
tly in the computer business ever since. You hear 
it in out-of-the-way bars and dim corners of cocktail 
parties, told in hoarse, quavering tones. It has never 
reached the public at large, for two reasons, Onc rca- 
son is obvious; Those concerned have sat on it. The 
second reason is les obvious and much morc 
esting. 

When the initial panic subsided, the director freed 
some of his jammed synapses and lurched into action. 
He rounded up mathematicians, programmers, politi- 
cal experts, research girls and others. And he rounded 
up some hand operated adding machines. “All right,” 
he said, "we'll simplify the calculations and do the 
whole thing by hand. This may be my last night on 
TV; but, by God, I'll go on the air with something!” 

And so they perspired through the long, jangling 
night. The network's election predictions appeared 
оп the screen just like its competitors. The director 
and his aides gulped coffee, clutched burning stomachs 
and smoked appalling numbers of cigarettes They 
kept waiting for an ax to fall. Somebody was bound 
10 notice something wrong sooner or later, they 
thought. The hand-cranked predictions couldn't con- 
ceivably be as good as the computerized punditry of 
the competition. Maybe the hand-cranked answers 
would be totally wrong! Maybe the network would 
become the laughingstock of the nation! Maybe. . . . 
Oh, my God! 

"Well. As history now tells us, the entire poll- 
predicting razzmatazz was the laughingstock of the na- 
tion that November. None of the three networks was 
wronger than the other (continued on page 144) 


rector's world was cav 


ARTICLE BY ERNEST HAVEMANN 


AT ти Massachusetts Institute of Technology there 
sits a giant computer, its lights constantly blinking and 
its dials endlessly churning out new numbers, on which 
some unknown technician has fastened one of the 
butions now so popular among the hippie set. The 
button reads: 


1 лм A HUMAN BEING. 
bo NOT кош, 

SPINDLE OR 

MUTILATE 
Newcomers to the laboratory spot the button, move 
in for a closer look and nod—yet seldom smile. To 
most people who deal with computers, the button 
scems not funny, not ridiculous, not cynical but oddly 
appropriate. 

True, the computer has introduced us to an age 
in which a great many human traits, activities, hopes 
and fears have been depersonalized into cards designed 
to be run through a machine, like so many playing 
cards through a baccarat shoe or slabs of steel through 
an assembly line. We pay our bills and resubscribe to 
our magazines on coldly formal rectangles that must 
not be folded or spindled. We sometimes take our 
college tests on them. The friendly neighborhood 
bank knows us only as a number, printed in the 
suange devices of magnetic ink. We are also no more 
than a number to machines in some unknown loca- 
tion, never эссп by us, that determine our credit 
standing, calculate the Social Security bencfits we may 
someday receive and decide how honest we have been 
on our income-tax returns. To other machines, busy 
charting population growth, divorce statistics, economic 
trends, future demands for houses and automobiles 
and the number of hospital beds that will be needed 
for the victims of heart attacks, we are not even a 
number—just a couple of anonymous magnetic beeps 
stored somewhere inside an electronic circuit whose 
mysteries we would never be able to unravel. The 
rows of lights wink like drunken fireflies; the wheels 
spin out their figures; human history gets made and 
recorded almost without the touch of a human hand. 

Sull, there is something about the computer. that 
can inspire affection. You can talk to a machine now. 
Well, not exactly talk; you have to type out your end 
of the dialeg, and the machine typcs in turn. But 
this new kind of pen; has its own kind of 
warmth. The machine is at least as solicitous as an air 
stewardess and far more polite than a New York 
bus driver. It says, “You're quite welcome 
ay didn't understand you"; “Feel free 
good." То a school child trying to learn 
it says, "Hello, I've been waiting for you"; “Please 
type your name"; "Goodbye, | (continued on page 120) 
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Here for the first time is a 
handy guide to that recent and 
oft-misunderstood milestone of 
obscenity jurisprudence—the 
Supreme Court Pandering De- 
cision, a decision that enables 
even the bubbleheaded lay- 
man to separate “filth” from 
fact or fiction without bother- 
ing to crack a book. According 
to the Court, one can weigh 
the pornographic content of a 
work by its ads or—to put it 
another way—tell whether a 
book is dirty by its cover. 
On one salient point, this 
author was never fooled. He 
knew that the “redeeming- 
socal value” bit was sheer sub- 
terfuge. What really matters is 
what's printed on the cover. 
As examples of the Court's 
ruling in action we have 
rubber-stamped these six best 
sellers the way a literal-minded 
censor might if he used the 
decision as his guide. Judged 
by their cover "copy, these 
books are dirty as hell. 


(continued on back cover, overleaf) 


A young man is forced to wear a “uni 
е a “unif 
20 perform a humiliating ritual, by ui 
ic overseer, in the guise of (@iscipline.” 
In fact, the themes of wistipligejand cor- 
рога! punistimenC predominate all- 
male realm, until the veader hiriself comes 
to Grifige ‘undes the brutal cadence “One! 
Two? Thot Four!" that punctuates the 
dominator’s manipulation of his privates. 


Cleaner 
than 
dirt 


SATIRE By IL B. LOYD 


how to turn the pure into the prurient 
and vice versa—in conformity with the 
supreme court ruling that it’s not what 
you say but what you say you're saying 


WEBSTER’S 
UNABRIDGED 
| DICTIONARY 


A 


It'sall here:anal, bestial, coprophagous—righi 
down to the final syllable, with nothing left to 
the Imagination. Not а word Is cut nor an.act 
left undescribed. Rape is followed by sodomy 
and sodomy by torture in this Illustrated edi- 
Чоп, which satyrs and sexologi like have 
called “a household tool” and “invaluable.” 


хы жые 


Rebecca of 
Sunnybrook Farm 


Nature in the raw, lived -openl {vad free 
from shame—natural furictiqns\and \carrial re- 
lations exercised dailyeen al) sidet this was 
the new world she, Ёй А world guaran- 
teed to müke-f girl grow le womanhood fast! 
Read thid™pastiat, kt gf chapter subjects: 
"Behind е," "Sfüd bull," “In the hay" 
...and yêy' Î want to read more, more, more! 


What háppenz-when a terrified young girl 
is left slant G@nxthe woods-with seven older 
men, theif bodies 24 misshapen As their lives 
are lonely? Witatias theif mysterious ritual 
chant? And-what wis hk! vole деў СЕ heh- 
tioned, of the one called... . “Def / You'll 
read scenes you never saw in-fhe Moyie! 


Further research into the Su- 
preme Court ruling makes it 
possible to present here a rec- 
ommended reading list for 
the pure in heart—who we all 
know are the only ones who 
visit bookstores, anyway. Judg- 
ing a book by its cover is an 
unbeatable system: For one 
thing, you don’t have to read 
whats on the inside—which 
saves a lot of wear and tear on 
the eyeballs; for another, it 
avoids muddying  censorial 
waters with such irrelevancies 
as content. What could be 
simpler? You may check your 
answers by using the censors’ 
rubber stamps as your guide. 


KISS MY WHIP 


A rédeeming Story of a girl's painful discovery 
of self through mortification of the flesh, 
in authentic /Gothic surroundings. Invaluable 
for the-revealing insights it gives into medie- 
val customs, psychology and leathercrafts. 


GOOSED, GROPED 
AND BUGGERED 


BY KINGSTON LEER 


A crowning example of literary merit, this ex- 
tremely welliwsifleh book explores, in scholarly 
fashion, the derivation of much Anglo-Saxon 
slang, choosing—in time-honored literary fash- 
ion—the fictional framework of the first-person 

Extremely literary" . . . "memorable." 


By Fifi 
la Civieuse 


Invaluable handbook for $érigus students 
of hotel management. Everything) is here: 
beds, positioning and waking; tables, 
spreading and laying; French-hot dishes; 
cost; hygiene—and much more. Plus pic- 
tures, diagrams and a generous amount of 
space for recording field trips and lab work. 


Banged 
in Drag 


By BRUCE-EDITH 
vs - - 


D 
? 


5 


Community gegane could not possibly be 
offended БУ festinating biography of a 
man who skitedethé frontiers of fashion to 
prove that\cl8thes don't make the man. 
Often frocked But never a friar, Bruce-Edith 
weaves his rich narrative fabric to the last 
warp. Over а score of full-color patterns. 


In this forthright appraisalof*prurjent interests, 
the author hegs-pulllishers yo}stap|flodding, the 
markeb‘fith the sorfot trast that LacksTitctary 
merit or Fedecming soci} significances! hap- 
ter after bapief, she offorsstéfailed examples 
of just {thie sorteoF*thing we must all be on 
our gua" Against. Now in its 26th printing. 


Y A REMARKABLE appellative 
B coincidence, October Play- 
mate Reagan Wilson’s escort, when 
his father's business finds him in 
Los Angeles, is apt to be the Cali- 
fornia governors son, Michael. 
Lively as she is in conversation 
about sports or theater or books, 
Miss October nevertheless exhibits 
an abiding disinterest in politics. 
“Mike and I are more likely to 
talk about real horses than dark 
horses,” says Reagan, an active 
San Fernando Valley equestri- 
enne. “My own horse, Popcorn, 
is stabled back in Missoula, Mon- 
tana, but that doesn't keep me 
from getting out on the trails al- 
most every afternoon, Besides be- 
ing fun, riding is the best way 
to keep in shape,” Reagan adds, 
as if there must be some secret 
to the grace of her 40-25-85 figure. 

Miss October rides also for 
simple release from the special 
demands of her double career 
as fledgling actress and student 
writer—exdting new endeavors 
for which she has left her job as 
girl Friday in а publicrelations 
firm. Veteran of a summer ap- 
pearance on TV's The Big Valley 
and of a recent, encouraging 
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Paramount Pictures screen test, 
blonde-haired and green-eyed 
Reagan is still hesitant about 
making the big try for stardom. 
“The competition is tougher than 
ever," she says, "so much so that 
it’s silly for anyone to put all her 
hopes into acting. So I'm going 
to try to devote at least half my 
time now to my longstanding 
ambition to be a writer. I'd like 
to be a humorist, but I think I 
have one serious novel to write.” 

Away from typewriter and cam- 
cra, Reagan's avocations include 
body surfing at Malibu and all- 
night dancing at Los Angeles’ 
myriad gogo cellars. “Both are 
pretty hectic, but after trying to 
express myself in work, I usually 
feel like some good clean non- 
verbal fun,” says an October miss 
who earns an A from PLAYBOY 
in all kinds of communication. 


Reagan, right, toys with Lorry, “the 
world's most ferocious stuffed poo- 
dle," at the start of a day of swing- 
ing equestrian and TV-studio activity. 


aS 
Reagan's postpoodle preparations for an active day find her dressing an the run and enjoying с honey-and-rye-toust breakfast. After thread- 


ing through L.A. traffic, Miss October files clippings at the public-relations firm for which she worked until recenily. “The whole business 
af getting the public to know a client is fascinating,” says Reagan, “but right now, I’m more interested in expressing my own ideas." 


At her favorite ranch in the Santa Monica Mountains, Reagan gets acquainted and then affectionate with Mambo's Miss Jug, “a really 


lively quarter horse a friend let me take care of for a few days. After we got to trust each other, | was able to put her through 
turns and jumps as if I'd ridden her for months. She looks just like my own Popcorn and really made me homesick for Montana.“ 
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Reagan's first TV rale—on a Big Valley segment shown this past summer—called for hairdresser Scotty Rackin ta give her blonde 
tresses an Old West twist. After last-minute tips from director Joe Mezzuce, Miss October played а dancehall girl opposite the 


series’ star, Peter Breck. “I decided on the set,” Reagan says, “that 1967 discothèques ore a lat more fun thon their 1B67 forerunners.” 


PLAY BOY’S PARTY JOKES 


Im sorry, miss,” said the county derk, “I can’t 
issue your marriage license until you've filled 
out your form.” 

Almost in tears, the girl replied, “Well, if 
my boyfriend doesn't care, I don't see why you 
should." 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines optimist as 
a man who, alter coming home unexpectedly 
and finding cigar butts in the ashtrays, decides 
his wife must have given up cigarettes. 
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The dazzling young thing was strolling down 
the street in skintight hip huggers, when a 
curious bachelor approached and said, “Excuse 
me, miss, but I can't help asking—how in the 
world does anyone get into those pants?” 

“Well,” she replied demurely, “you can start 
by buying me a drink.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines maternity 
dressmaker as a mother frocker. 


Some coeds have a faculty for making love, 
while others just have a student body. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines gourmet 
as a man who is invited for an evening of 
wine, women and song—and asks what kind 
of wine. 


Gee, Mom,” the young man complained, 
“none of the other guys are wearing lipstick.” 

“Be quiet, stupid,” his mother replied. 
“We're almost to the draft board.” 


Then there was the sleepy bride who couldn't 
stay awake for a second. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines specimen 
as an Italian astronaut. 


The handsome ad exec and his date entered a 
restaurant and were seated near the center of 
the floor. A pretty waitress, observing that the 
man had forgotten to zip his trousers, scribbled 
a message on her order pad, left it at his table 
and scurried away. 

Unfolding the note, the man read: “Sir, I'm 
sure you don’t know it, but your fly is unzipped 
and you're exposing yourself. 1 will go back to 
the kitchen and knock some trays ОЁ a shell. 
The noise will distract everyone and you'll 
have a chance to adjust your trousers. 

“P.S. 1 love you.” 


A Broadway bookie was given 2 parrot in lieu 
of cash payment. The bird's vocabulary in- 
cluded choice phrases in English, French, 
Spanish and German. Sensing a winner, the 
bookie hauled the bird off to his favorite bar. 

“Speaks four languages," he said to the bar- 
tender, who snorted in disbelief. "Wanna bet 
this bird can speak four languages?" the bookie 
challenged. 

Annoyed, the bartender finally agreed to a 
ten-dollar wager. The bookie turned to the par- 
rot and said, “Parlez-vous français?” There was 
no response. 

Nor was there any reply to the question in 
English, Spanish or German. The bartender 
picked up the bookie's sawbuck from the bar 
and went about his business. 

On the street, the bookie glared at the bird. 
“You fink!" he exclaimed. "I've got ten bucks 
riding on you and you dam up on me. I 
oughta strangle you!” 

“Don't be а jerk,” the parrot replied. “Just 
think of the odds you'll get tomorrow.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines incest as 
rolling your own. 


Then there was the guy who explained why 
he wasn't interested in visiting a topless bar: 
"If you've seen two, you've seen them all.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines the LSD set 
as high society. 


iy amu 


A medical journal reports that the most fool- 
proof birth-control pill developed to date is an 
aspirin tablet—held firmly between the knees. 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pushover 
as a girl who is dedicated to the proposition. 


The striking but rather plump coed visited the 
kindly campus psychiatrist to report despond- 
ently that she thought she was losing her 
boyfriend. 

“Why don't you dict?” asked the good 
doctor. 

“That's a groovy idea,” said the coed. “What 
color do you think he'd like?” 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post- 
card to Party Jokes Editor, pLaynoy, Playboy 
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 
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WAR RAR ОМ, continued from page 92) 


of humanity to a very dry area of my 
heart, and now I knew a little more and 
had somcthing to think about which was 
no longer altogether in category. 

We have presented the origin of an 
addiction. For a drug's first appeal is 
always existential—our sense of life (once 
it is made alert by the sensation of its 
absence) is thereupon so full of need as 
the desire for a breath of air. The sense 
of life comes alive in the happy days 
when the addict first encounters his 
drug, But all histories of addiction are 
the same— particularly in the beginning. 
"They fall into the larger category of the 
history of a passion. So I will spare each 
and every one of us the titles of the 
books I read on the running of the bulls, 
and I will not reminisce about the great 
bullfighters I saw, of the majesues of 
Arruza and tlie machismo of Procuna, thc 
liquidities of Silverio and the solemnity 
of César Girón; no, we will not micturate 
the last of such memory. The fact is that 
I do not dwell on Arruza and Procuna 
and Silverio and Girón, because I did 
not see them that often and in fact most. 
of them I saw but once. I was always in 
Mexico in the summer, you sce, and the 
summer is the temporada de novillos, 
which is to say it is the time when the 
novilladas are held, which is to say it is 
the time of the novices. 

Now the fellow who is pushing up this 
article for you is a great lover of the 
bullfight—make on it no mistake. For а 
great bullfight he would give up just 
about any other athletic or religious 
spectacle—the World Series in a minute, 
a pro football championship, a Mass at 
the Vatican, perhaps even a great heavy- 
weight championship—which, kids, is 
really saying it. No love like the love for 
four in the afternoon at the Plaza Mexi- 
co. Yet all the great matadors he saw 
were seen only at special festivals when 
they fought very small bulls for charity. 
The novillada is, after all, the time of the 
novilleros, and a novillero is a bullfighter 
approximately equal in rank to a Golden 
Gloves fighter. A very good novillero is 
like a very good Golden Gloves finalist. 
The Sugar Ray Robinsons and the Rocky 
Marcianos of the bullfighting world were 
glimpsed by me only when they came 
Out of retirement long enough to give 
the equivalent of a snappy two-round 
exhibition. My love of bullhghting and 
my experience of it as a spectator was 
founded then by watching novilleros 
week after week over two separate sum- 
mers in Mexico City. 

After a while I got good at seeing the 
flaws and virtues in nouilleros, and їп 
fact I began to see so much of their char- 
acter in their style, and began to learn so 
much about style by comprehending their 
character (for nearly everything good or 
bad about a novice bullfighter is re- 
vealed at a great rate) that I began to 


take the same furious interest and parti 
sanship in the triumph of one style over 
another that is usually reserved for liter- 
ary matters (is Philip Roth better than 
John Updike?—you know) or that indeed 
average Americans and some not so 
average might take over political figures. 
To watch a bullfghter have an un- 
deserved triumph on Sunday afternoon 
when you detest his style is not the worst 
preparation for listening to Everett Dirk- 
sen nominate Barry Goldwater or hear- 
ing Lyndon Johnson give a lecture on 
TV about Amurrican commitments to 
the free universe. Everything bad and 
god-awful about the style of life got into 
the style of bullfighters, as well as every- 
thing light, delightful, honorable and 
d. 


About the time I knew a lot about 
bullfighting, or as much as you could 
know watching nothing but movilleras 
week after week, I fell in love with a 
bullfighter. I never even met this bull- 
fighter, I rush to tell you. I would not 
have wanted to meet him. Meeting him 
could only have spoiled the perfection 
of my love, so pure was my affection. 
And his name—not one in a thousand 
of you out there, dear general readers, 
can have heard of him—his name was 
El Loco. El Loco, the Crazy One. It 
is not a term of endearment in Mexico, 
where half the populace is crazy. To 
amplify the power of nomenclature, El 
Loco came from the provinces, he was 
God's own hick, and his real name was 
Amado Ramirez, which is like being a 
boy from Hicksville, Georgia, with a 
name like Beloved Remington. Yet there 
was a time when I thought Beloved 
Remington, which is to say Amado 
Ramirez, would become the greatest 
bullfighter in the whole world, and there 
were critics in Mexico City hoary with 
afición who held the same opinion (if not 
always in print). He came up one sum- 
mer like a rocket, but a rocket with one 
tube hot and one tube wet and he spun 
in circles all over the bullfighting world 
of Mexico City all through the summer 
and fall. 

But we must tcll more of what it is 
like to watch novilleros. You see, novice 
bullfighters fight bulk who are called 
novillos, and these bulls are a year young- 
er and 200 to 400 pounds lighter than 
the big fighting bulls up around 1000 
pounds which matadors must face. So 
they are less dangerous. They can still 
kill a man, but not often does that 
happen—they are more likely to pound 
and stomp and wound and bruise a 
novillero than to catch him and play 
him in the air and stab him up high 
on the horns the way a terrible full- 
grown fighting bull can do. In conse- 
nce, the analogy to the Golden Gloves 
is imperfect, for a talented novillero can 
at his best look as exciting, or more excit- 


ing, than a talented matador—the nov- 
ice's beast is smaller and less dangerous, 
so his lack of experience is compensated 
for by his relative comfort—he is in less 
danger of getting killed. (Indeed, to 
watch a consummate matador like 
los Arruza work with a new young bull is 
like watching Norman Mailer box with 
his three-year-old son—absolute mastery 
in the air.) 

Novilleros possess another virtue. No- 
body can contest their afición. For every 
novillero who has a manager, and a 
rich man to house and feed him, and 
influential critics to bring him along on 
the sweet of a bribe or two, there are a 
hundred devoted all but unknown novi- 
Heros who hitch from poblado to poblado 
on back dirt roads for the hint of a 
chance to fight at some fiesta so small the 
results are not even phoned to Mexico 
City. Some of these kids spend years 
in the provinces living on nothing, half- 
starved in the desire to spend a life 
fighting bulls and they will fight any- 
thing—bulls who are overweight, calves 
who are under the legal limit, beasts 
who have fought before and. so, are 
sophisticated and dangerous. These 
provincial novilleros get hurt badly 
by wounds which show no blood, deep 
bruises in the liver and kidney from the 
flat of a horn, deep internal bleedings in 
the gut, something lively taken off the 
groin. A number of them die years later 
from malnutrition and chronic malfunc- 
tions of some number of those organs; 
their deaths get into no statistics on the 
fatalities of the bullfight. 

A few of these provincial novilleros 
get enough fights and enough experience 
and develop enough talent, however, to 
pick up a reputation of sorts. If they are 
very lucky and likable, or have connec: 
tions, or hump themselves—as some will 
—to rich homosexuals in the capital, 
then they get their shot. Listen to this, 
At the beginning of the novillada, six 
new bullfighters are brought in every 
Sunday to fight one bull each in the 
Plaza Mexico. For six or eight weeks this 
goes on. Perhaps 50 fighters never seen 
before Mexico have their chance. 
Maybe ten will be seen again. The ten 
sion is enormous for cach novillero. If he 
fails to have a triumph or attract out 
standing attention, then his years in the 
provinces went for nothing. Back again 
he will go to the provinces as a punish- 
ment for failing to be superb. Perhaps he 
will never fight again in the Plaza Mexi- 
co. His entire life depends on this one 
fight. And even this fight depends on 
luck. For any novillero can catch a poor 
bull, a dull mediocre cowardly bull. 
When the animal does not charge, the 
bullfghter, unless possessed of genius, 
cannot look good. 

Once a novillero came into the Plaza 
on such an occasion, was hit by the bull 
while making his first pass, а veronica, 

(continued on page 211) 
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PLAYBOY'S FALL Б WINTER FASHION FORECAST 


SWINGING IN THE RAIN Our forecast begins with o stylish splash as three guys (and dolls) brove the wet nal, Eurapeon and 
avant-garde outerwear. From left: Fellow is avont-garbed in a dyed-colf fur coat, by Cezor, $700. His troditioncl-minded pol prefers o 
raglan-sleeved woal tapcoat, by Hardy Amies U. S. A., $110. Europeon-inclined lod digs a herringbone topcoat, by Hordy Amies U.S. A., $125. 


THIS YEAR, we've divided our fall and winter clothing selections into three schools of sartorial thought—traditional, 
European and avant-garde. Thus, the well-dressed urban male can compare styles and judiciously choose which type 
of attire suits him best. Traditionally speaking, we predict that the bastion of clothing conservatism—the Ivy League 
suit—will be resplendently updated to a bolder array of patterns and colors. Other changes in the League standings 
will include the widening of lapels and the deepening of vents, so that suit and sports coats can extend to new lengths of 
stylishness. On the international fashion scene, coming transatlantic innovations will include a veddy British contour- 
tailored cut in coats that should be worn with cuffless slacks that flare slightly at the bottom. Proceeding farther out, 
you'll find this year's offerings i а ian-inspired avant-garde garb idcal for creating an individual 

-but not extreme—contemporary look, a look that could casily wind up as tomorrow's traditional wear. For 
further fashion enlightenment on the coming trends in fall and winter apparel, check the action on these seven pages. 


the definitive statement on the coming trends in menswear and accessories 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY ALEXAS URRA 


COUNTRY SQUIRING Our fashionables inspect polo ponies and appurtenances just prior to the first chukker. Left to right: Playing the role 
of the traditional overseer, our man makes hay while wearing а longer-cut double-breasted wool sports jacket, $65, over corduroy slacks, 
114 $17.50, both by Stanley Blacker: an oxford tweed buttondown shirt, by Hothawoy, $10, and a wool tie, by Toylor, $4. Avant-guordian 


keeps in contact with close friend while sporting a cotton velvet sport suit that features a greotcoat collar and lapels, by Magnani for 
Cezar, $120, warn over a wool-knit turtleneck, by Banff, $15. European-style bon vivant is stable stalwart in a worsted outercoat, $125, 
and matching shaped suit, $135, both by Fashion Park; a cotton oxford buttondown shirt, by Sero, $7.50, and a silk twill tie, by Hut, $4. 115 


SPORTING ENDEAVOR А fine fall afternoon finds our sartorial pacesetters casually attired as they tackle a friendly gome of football. 
From left to right: Traditional chap off the old block goes for a bengaline-rib wool-knit crew-neck pullover, $30, and a check-patterned 
silk pocket square, $4, worn over wide-wale cotton corduroy stovepipe slacks, $38, all by John Weitz. Not-too-hard-charging fullback 


avant-guards the ball while wearing с ribbed wool-knit turtleneck with check wool front, $35, and matching check wool low-rise slacks 
with wide belt loops, $20, both by Catalina Martin. European-inflvenced gridmate makes action-stopping fashion play in a reversible giant- 
rib wool-knit turtleneck, by Robert Lewis, $47.50, ond cotton svede slacks with top pockets and contrasting belt, by Esquire, $22.50. 117 


THREE-MAN SHOW At a fashianable metropolitan gallery, our elegantly garbed urbanites admire the work of sculptor Frank Gallo. Left 
to right: Artful traditionalist owaiting a glass of bubbly prefers on imported-worsted honeycomb-weave shaped suit, $110, a cotton shirt 
118 with long-point collar, $9, and a small-pattemed silk tie, $6.50, all by Hardy Amies U.S.A. Avant-gardesman digging Gallos Lady Godiva- 


like equestrienne is all ayes for a cotton and acetate velvet shaped svit, by Clintan Swan, $85, that complements his Eng cation shirt, by 


Excello, $12, and haundstaoth-patierned wide silk tie, by Berkley, $5. Europear-schooled connoisseur sizes ор the scene wearing a warsted 
flannel windowpone plaid suit, $155, o cotton broodcloth shirt with spread callar, $12.50, and o woven silk tie, $7.50, all by Oleg Cassini. 119 
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COMPUTERS / THER SCOPE (continued from page 95) 


О fearless drill tester." Dr. Joseph Wei 
zenbaum of MIT tells the story of the 
time he let his secretary start a type 
written conversation with his machine. 
After a few sentences back and forth, the 
dialog began to seem so personal and 
private that she asked Dr. Weizenbaum 
to please leave the room. 

But there is an even deeper bond 
between the men who use the computers 
and the machines they use. Some men 
lavish affection on their automobiles, 
those metal creatures that have aug- 
mented the mobility of the human leg 
muscles. Some men are sentimentally 
attached to their power tools, those 
potent extensions of the human arm. The 
computer scientists often take this same 
fond attitude toward their marvelously 
intricate, cunningly designed, mechani- 
cally beautiful extensions of the human 
brain. Many of them, indeed, believe 
that the computers came along just 
time to save civilization from collapsing 
under the weight of its own complexity 
and are therefore not only the friends 
but the saviors of man. "The trouble 
with a world like ours" says Professor 
Robert Fano of MIT, "is that we will 
soon need more experts to run it than 
there are people. Only the computer 
seems likely to keep us going.” This is a 
sentiment shared by many thoughtful 
observers of civilization who, without 
any direct experience with computers, 
have developed a grateful respect for 
them. Profesor Jacques Barzun of Co- 
lumbia University, a noted humanist 
who might be expected to resent the ma- 
chines, has said, “I think computers are 
perhaps the salvation of the welfare state 
—particularly the overpopulated. welfare 
state in which we're all going to live.” 

There is a persistent legend, of course, 
that computers are not very smart—no 
smarter, say, than an adding machine. 
Faster, yes. Smarter, no. This is partly 
the result of propaganda. The companies 
that make these fantastic new machines 
are all too painfully aware of what hap- 
pened when the first wide-scale appli- 
cation of laborsaving machinery was 
begun in the factories of about a century 
and a half ago: A group of determined 
Englishmen called the Luddites, be- 
lieving that the machines would throw 
everybody out of work, set about system- 
atically destroying them. If machines 
that threatened to make human muscles 
obsolete could arouse that much mass 
resentment, the computer manufacturers 
figure, then machines that threaten to 
supersede the human brain may arouse a 
good deal more. Computer makers con- 
sistently put the knock on their own 
products, which they like to call, in the 
words of one of them, “a tool and noth- 
ing more." They shudder to hear the ma- 
chines compared with the human brain, 


120 They even avoid the word "memory"; 


they say that the machine has not a 
memory but a "storage capacity." 

It is also true that, until recently, the 
machines were not asked to behave in 
any very intelligent fashion. When they 
were first introduced, they were terribly 
expensive to own or rent and to operate. 
They were put to work only on jobs 
where they could pay their own way— 
and these were mostly derical and 
accounting jobs of the simplest kind, 
where the machines did nothing spectacu- 
lar but did it in enormous quantity and 
at superhuman speed. A good example is 
keeping track of magazine subscriptions 
and printing the mailing labels. 

Even today, most of the computers in 
the world are performing routine tasks. 
It is only when you go to the univer 
and the experimental laboratories of the 
manufacturers that you catch a glimpse 
of the true possibilities—and see ma- 
chines that can do well on human intelli- 
gence tests, can converse intelligently, 
can learn and can even teach. Yes, even 
teach, One of the most exciting prospects 
for the future is that all of us, however 
lacking in engineering skill, will some- 
day be able to operate a computer as 
easily as we now operate our automo- 
biles, because the computer itself will 
show us how. It is only a matter of time, 
you discover in the laboratories, before 
all of us will have our homes hooked up 
to what the scientists are calling “infor- 
mation public utilities” and will have 
brain power piped in just as we now haye 
electric power. What the world will then 
be like staggers the imagination. But 
more of this later. 

As of this moment—the autumn of 
1967—the most important fact about 
computers is that they already are essen- 
tial to civilization as we in America now 
know it. They are only 20 years old; 
they have been used mostly in obvious 
and unimaginative ways; their real po- 
tential has only been scratched—yet life 
would not be the same without them. 
You cannot have a mation as big, pros- 
perous, active and mobile as the United 
States, with 200,000,000 people in con- 
stant interaction, without the computer. 
"Ehe complexities of keeping the commu- 
nications lines open, getting the goods 
delivered, keeping the accounts and pay- 
ing the bills represent too big a job for 
the unaided human brain and hands. 

The telephone system is a good exam- 
ple. If every call still had to be handled 
by an operator sticking plugs into a 
switchboard, today’s volume of tele- 
phone conversations, local and long dis- 
tance, would be an intolerable strain on 
the economy; it would take the services 
of every woman now alive in the U.S. 
Instead, the job is done by computers. To 
those who doubt that the average man 
will ever be using a computer, indeed, 
the telephone system provides a clear 


answer. Every one of us already has a 
computer console in his own home—the 
telephone dial or touch buttons—and we 
use it every day to tap the amazing 
resources of the computer. By dialing or 
touching ten numbers, we manage with 
the computer's help to ring a telephone 
all the way across the continent, any 
time we feel like it. 

If you are running a modern railroad 
with tens of thousands of freight cars, 
how do you know where any one of 
those cars is at any given moment? You 
don't—or didn't until recently. One rea- 
son the railroad industry has fallen on 
Jean days is that the average freight car 
has been used on an average of only a 
little more than an hour a day and has 
stood idle the rest of the time, waiting 
for somebody to discover where it was, 
put something in it and send it on its 
way. Now the New York Central uses a 
computer to keep an account of cvery 
опе of its cars, and the Association of 
American Railroads is about to install a 
computer that will keep track of all 
1,800,000 cars in the nation. 

If you are running an airline with sev- 
eral hundred flights а day and a thou- 
sand or more ticket counters, how do 
you keep track of reservations? You don’t 
without a computer. Here American 
Airlines pioneered, with its $30,000,000 
system called SABRE, which serves all of 
its offices, from Boston to San Diego. 
SABRE tells the ticket clerk immediately 
if space is available on any particular 
flight at any time within the next year; 
it then reserves seats under the customer's 
name, remembers how to get in touch 
with him and, when the time comes, 
makes sure there are enough drinks and 
food aboard to keep him happy. It even 
corrects the kind of human error that 
used to foul up the airlines’ plans almost 
beyond redemption. John Smythe, on a 
trip of many stops from coast to coast, 
stops by a ticket counter to change the 
date of his next flight. The clerk, as so 
often happens, gets the name a little bit 
wrong; he asks the computer about John 
Smith. Without hesitation, the machine 
says, in its own language, “Hold on, 
buddy. Гуе got John Smythe, John 
Schmidt, John Schmid and John 
Smithfield—but no John Smith. Which 
‘one did you mean?” Other airlines have 
quickly followed suit: Delta, as a side 
line, now uses its computer's excess ca- 
pacity to sell tickets to the Atlanta 
Braves’ baseball games. 

Suppose you are an airplane manufac- 
turer and have spent several billion dol- 
lars to develop а new supersonic plane 
that will further improve air travel by 
carrying several hundred passengers from 
New York to Los Angeles in a single 
hour. To the pilot, the plane is a totally 
new experience, for the cockpit from 
which he scans the landing field is several 
stories above the landing gear. And 

(continued on page 204) 
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A TOP JAZZ LEADER has recorded an album called 
1f You Can't Beat "Ern, Join 'Em!, in which he 
does songs out of the pop-rock-folk bag of such 
luminaries as Petula Clark, Bob Dylan and the 
Beatles. Many rock groups are making jazzlike 
improvisations central to their acts. A number of 
combos have integrated jazz instrumentalists and 
rock musicians. Jazz critics have begun nodding 
approvingly in the direction of other contemporary 
musical idioms. A national jazz magazine has 
begun covering pop. 

It has been that kind of year, with the bounda- 
ries between pop and jazz becoming less and less 
visible. No one, it appears increasingly obvious, 
can tell where jazz leaves off and pop begins. 
With this in mind, we have adjusted and 
expanded our poll to encompass a much 
broader spectrum of performers. 

To vote in the 1968 Playboy Jazz & 
Pop Poll, all you have to do is read the 
simple instructions below, check off 
your favorite artists and fill in your 
choices for The Playboy Jazz Hall of 
Fame and for Playboy's Records of 
the Year, where indicated, and make 
sure you forward the ballot to us. The 
musicians chosen by the readers to make 
up the 1968 All-Star Band will each re- 
ceive the coveted Playboy Medal. Results 
of our twelfth annual Playboy Jazz & Pop 
Poll will appear in our February 1968 issue. 

1. Your official ballot is on the foldout facing 
the following page. A Nominating Board composed 
of music editors, critics, representatives of the major 
recording companies and winners of last year's poll has 
selected the artists it considers to be the most outstanding 
and/or popular of the year. These nominations for the 
Playboy All-Star Band should serve solely as an aid to your 5 
recollection of artists and performances, not as a guide on how К 
to vote. You may vote for any living artist. 

2. The artists have been divided into categories to form the 
Playboy All-Star Band, so in some categories you should vote for 


more than one musician (e.g., four trumpets, four trombones, two alto saxes, two tenor saxes), 
because a big band normally has more than one of these instruments playing in it. Be sure 
to cast the correct number of votes, as designated on the ballot, because too many votes 
in any category will disqualify all of your votes in that category. 
3. If you wish to vote for an artist who has been nominated, simply place 
an X in the box before his name on the ballot; if you wish to vote for an artist 
who has not been nominated, write his name on one of the lines provided at 
the bottom of the category and place an X in the box before it. 
4. For leader of the 1968 Playboy All-Star Band, limit your choice to 
the men who have led a big band (eight or more musicians) during the 
past 12 months; for instrumental combo, limit your choice to groups 
of seven or fewer musicians. 
5. Please print your name and address in the space at the 
bottom of the last page of the ballot. You may cast only 
one complete ballot in the poll, and that must carry 


your name and address if your vote is to be counted. 
& g 


6. Any instrumentalist or vocalist, living or 


d 


m 


dead, is eligible for the Jazz Hall of Fame, except 
for those previously elected: Louis Armstrong, 
Count Basie, Dave Brubeck, Duke Ellington, 


۰ 
T 3, Ella Fitzgerald and Frank Sinatra. The top 
LT three choices by our readers will be installed 
быз 


in PLAyRoy’s music pantheon, 
7. Cut your ballot along the dotted line 
and mail it to PLAYBOY JAZZ & POP 
POLL, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
Ballots must be postmarked before 
midnight, October 15, 1967, in order 
to be counted, so mail yours today. 


NOMINATING BOARD: Can- 
nonball Adderley, Louis Armstrong, 
Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave 
Brubeck, Charlie Byrd, Miles Davis, 
Buddy DeFranco, Paul Desmond, Duke 
Ellington, Ella Fitzgerald, Pete Fountain, 
Stan Getz, Dizzy Gillespie, Lionel Hamp- 
ton, Al Hirt, Jackson, J. J. Johnson, 
Henry Mancini, Charles Mingus, Wes Mont 
gomery, Joe Morello, Gerry Mulligan, Mimi 
Perrin (Double Six of Paris), Oscar Peterson, 
Buddy Rich, Diana Ross (Supremes), Frank 
Sinatra, Nancy Wilson, Kai Winding, Si 
Zentner; Leonard Feather, Jazz Critic; 
Nat Hentoff, Jazz Critic; Dan Morgen- 
stern, Editor, Down Beat; John Tynan, 

Jazz Critic; George Wein, Independent 
Record Producer; Michael Zwcrin, 

Jazz Critic; Nesuhi Ertegun, Atlan- 

tic; David Axelrod, Capitol; Teo 
Macero, Columbia; Lester Кое 
Contemporary; Milt Gabler, Decca; 
Bernard Stollman, ESP-Disk; John 
Driscoll ШІ, Fantasy; Robert Thiele, 
Impulse; Richard Bock, Pacific Jazz; 

Don Schlitten, Prestige; Brad McCuen, 

COLLAGE BY RON BRADFORD RCA Victor; Stan Cornyn, Reprise. 


LEADER 
(Please check one.) 
O Count Basie 
O James Brown 
E] Les Brown 
E] Dave Brubeck 
E] Ray Charles 
O Ray Conniff 
O King Curtis 
O Johnny Dankworth 
E] Buddy DeFranco 
Г] Les and Larry Elgart 
E] Duke Ellington 
О Don Elliott 
0 Don Ellis 
D Gil Evans 
O Jerry Fielding 
D Terry Gibbs 
E] Dizy Gillespie 
E] Benny Goodman 
O Lionel Hampton. 
O Ted Heath 
[D Skitch Henderson 
O Woody Herman 
O Harry James 
E] Quincy Jones 
O Thad Jones / Mel Lewis 
O Stan Kenton 
O Rod Levitt 
O John Lewis 
O Henry Mancini 
O Shelly Manne 
O Billy May 
П Gary McFarland 
O Gharies Mingus 
O Gerry Mulligan 
O Oliver Nelson 
D] Marty Paich 
O sun Ra 
O Buddy Rich 
O Johnny Richards 
Г] Nelson Riddle 
Eddie Sauter 
O Clark Terry 
O Johnny W: 
D Gerald Wilson 
E] Si Zenn 
ا‎ ee 
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TRUMPET 
(Please check four.) 

E] Nat Adderley 
E] Herb Alpert 
E] Louis Armstrong 
O Benny Bailey 
O Chet Baker 
f] Emmett Berry 
[] Ruby Bratt 
E] Dave Bums 
O Billy Butterfield 
O Donald Byrd 
E] Conte Candoli 
0 Pete Candoli 
0 Don Cherry 
O Buck Clayton. 


LH 

O Wild Bill Davison 
П Sidney De Faris 
0) Barbara Donald 
Ij Kenny Dorham 
П Harry Edison 

D Roy Eldridge 

O Don Ellis 


O Rolf Ericson 

D Don Fagerquist 
O Art. Farmer 

O Maynard Ferguson 
D Dizzy Gillespie 
O Bobby Hackett 
[ Al Hirt 

E] Freddie Hubbard 
O Harry James 

O Cammell Jones 
O Jonah Jones 

O Thad Jones 

[O Virgil Jones 

0 Hugh Masekela 
E] Howard McGhee 
O Blue Mitchell. 
E] Lee Morgan 

© Ray Nance 

E] Joc Newman 

E] Jimmy Owen 

E] Shorty Rogers 
O Ernie Royal 

0 Doc Severinsen 
O Charlie Shavers 
E] Jack Sheldon 

O Rex Stewart 

O Clark. Terry 

O Charles Tolliver 
O Joc Wilder 


0000 


TROMBONE 
(Please check four.) 

[] Dave Baker 
O Mite Bernhart. 
O Harold Petters 
[Г] Bob Brookmeyer 
O Сатен Brown 
Г] Lawrence Brown 
O Georg Brunis 
E] Jimmy Cleveland 
D) Cutty Curshall 
D) Wilbur De Paris 
O Vic Dickenson 
O Bob Fitzpatrick 
o Сап Fontana 
E] Curtis Fuller. 
O Tyree Glenn 
O Bennie Green 
O Urbie Green 
O Al Grey 
O Slide Hampton 
O Bil Harris 


О J. €. Higginbotham 
O Quentin Jackson 

O J J. Johnson 

D Jimmy Knepper 

D Rod Levitt 

O Melba Liston 

O Tricky Lofton 

O Albert Mangelsdortt 
O Lou McGarity 

E] Charles McPherson 

0 Grachan Moncur III 
E] Turk Murphy 

О Dick Nash 

O Kid Ory 

O Benny Powell 

[] Julian Priester 


[O Frank Rosolino 
E] Roswell Rudd 
E] Bill Watrous 
E] Dickie Wells 

E] Phil Wilson 

O Kai Winding 
E] Trummy Young 
Si Zenner 


ALTO SAX 

(Please check two.) 
D Cannonball Adderley 
Г] Gabe Baltazar 
E] AL Belleuo 
Г] Marion Brown 
E] Benny Carter 
E] Ornette Coleman 
O Hank Crawford 
Г] Sonny Criss 
O Paul Desmond 
E] Jerry Dodgion 
O Lou Donaldson 
O Rob Donovan 
E] Herb Geller 
O Bunky Green 
O Gigi Gryce 
O John Handy 
17 Joe Harriott 
E] Johnny Hodges 
E] Раш Нот 
E] Hilton Jefferson 
E] Pokie Johnson 
E] Robin Kenyatta 
[D Eric Kloss 
Г] Lee Konitz 
O Walt Levinsky 
E] Charlie Mariano 
E] Jackie McLean 
Г] Roscoe Mitchell 
E] James Moody 
E] Ted Nash 
[Г] Lennie Neihaus 
Г] Edward Pazant 
O Art. Pepper 
Г] Curtis Porter 
O Gene Quilt 
E] Jerome Richardson 
E] Marshal Royal 
E] Bud Shank 
Sonny Simmons 
E] Zoot Sims 
[I Sonny Stitt 
7 Paul Winter 
O Jimmy Woods 
Ej Phil Woods 
O Leo Wright 
5, ——— 


TENOR SAX 
(Please check two.) 
O Georgie Auld 
[ Albert Ayler 
0 Don Byas 
O Al Colin. 
O Bob Cooper 
Г] Corky Corcoran 
O King Curtis 
O Eddie Daniels 
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[] Eddie Davis 
E] Sam Donahue 
O Teddy Edwards 
O Booker Ervin 
D Joe Farrell 

Г] Frank Foster 
E] Bud Freeman 
П Stan Getz 

E] Benny Golson 
П Paul Gonsalves 
O Dexter Gordon 


o = 
O Eddie Harris 

E] Goleman Hawkins 
O Jimmy Heath 

O Bill Holman 

O Minois Jacquet 
0 Budd Johnson 

Г] Richie Kamuca 
O Roland Kirk 

O Harold Land 

O Yusef Lateef 

I Charles Lloyd 

O Eddie Miller 


E] Hank Mobley 

E] James Moody 

O Vido Musso 

Г] “Fathead” Newman 
o Sal Nistico 

E] Dave Pell 


E] Art. Pepper 


E] Boots Randolph 
E] Sam Rivers 

E] Sonny Roi 
E] Clifford. Scott 

Г] Ronnie Scott 

O Archie Shepp 

E] Wayne Shorter 

E] Zoot Sims 

Г] Sonny Stitt 

Г] Buddy Tate 

C] Lucky Thompson 
E] Stanley Turrentine 
Г] Harold Vick 

O Ben Webster 

O Frank Wess 

E] Jimmy Woods 

D David Young 

п 
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BARITONE SAX 
(Please check one.) 

Г] Pepper Adams 

E] Erie Caceres 

E] Harry Camey 

E] Charles Davis 

Г] Charles Fowlkes 

O Chuck Gentry 

E] Jimmy Giuffre 

O Frank Hiuner 

O Bill. Hood 

O Artie Kaplan 

Г] Сету Mulligan 

C] Jack Nimitz 

Г} Pat. Patrick 

Г] Cecil Payne 

O Ake Persson 

E] Jerome. Richardson 

© Ronnie Ross 


O Clifford Scott O Pete Jolly O Buddy Guy [] Bill Lee 


fj Bud Shank [O Hank Jones О Jim Hall [] Cecil McBee 
O Lonnie Shaw O Roger Kellaway О Bill Harris O Charles Mingus 
O Sahib Shihab E] Wynton Kelly [Г] George Harrison E] Red Mitchell 
O Butch Stone E] Steve Kuhn E] Al Hendrickson [] Whitey Mitchell 
Г] Stanley Webb 0 Danny Kalb [J Joc Mondragon 
ü E] Bamey Kessel E] Monk Montgomery 
O Junior Mance O B. B. King Г] Sebastian Neto 
CLARINET E] Toshiko Mariano E] Mundell Lowe E] Gary Peacock 
(Please check one.) O Les McCann L] John Mackel Г] N- H. Pedersen 
D Alvin Batiste O Marian McPartland [J Wes Montgomery L] Mike Rubin 
Ej Barney Bigard D Sergio Mendes O Jerry Moore [] Howard Rumsey 
E] Acker Bilk [C Thelonious Monk 0 Oscar Moore E] Eddie Safranski 
[] Phil Bodner O Bud Montgomery O Tony Mottola E] Anell Shaw 
£ Buddy Colette E) Zeke Mullins O Joe Pass E] Andy Simpkins 
D) Kenny Davem O Morris Nanton O Les Paul 0 Slam Stewart 
0 Buddy DeFranco O Peter Nero O Baden Powell E] Al Stinson 
Г] Pete Fountain [ Phineas Newborn, Jr- O Joe Puma E] Steve Swallow 
O Jimmy Gi O Bernard Peiffer O Jimmy Raney E] Leroy Vinnegar 
O Benny O Oscar Peterson E] Howard Roberts E] Miroslav Vitos 
O] Jimmy Hamilton [i André Previ [O Sal Salvador E] Wilbur Ware 
Г] Woody Herman Don Randi O Bola Sete E] Buster Williams 
Horn [3 Jimmy Rowles O Johnny Smith O Gene Wright 


Г] Peanuts Ниско J George Shearing [ГГ] Les Spann E] El Dee Yo 
O Rolfe Kuhn O Don Shirley O Gabor Szabo n اف‎ Ай. 
O Мапу Matlock O Horace Silver Г] Tommy Tedesco 
O Edward Pazant D Paul Smith L] George Van Eps DRUMS 
[] Art Pepper Г] Martial Solal E] AL Viola (Please check one.) 
[] Perry Robinson D Otis Spann O Muddy Waters [D Dave Bailey 
О Pee Wee Russell О Jess Stacy O Chuck Wayne Donald Bailey 
C] Tony Scott O Billy Taylor O Carl Wilson D Danny Barcelona 
П Artic Shaw O Cecil Taylor Г] Steve Winwood O Ray Bauduc 
O Bill Smith O Bobby Timmons O Zalman Yanovsky E] Louis Bekon 
О Phil Woods O Lennie Tristano O Attila Zoller T] Hal Blaine 
0 Sol Yaged E] McCoy Tyner u E] Ast Blakey 
Qo Father Tom Vaughn 1 Willie Bobo 
0 Mal Waldron BASS Быт Е 
PIANO [O Cedar Walton (Please check one.) ту 
(Please check anes) Г] Randy Weston Г] Don Bagley O Frank Butler. 
DO Monty Alexander 0 Mary Lou Williams Г] Norman Bates O Frank Capp 
o Larry Willis O Joe Benjamin Ie Caro 
O] Teddy Wils E] Keter Betts O Kenny Clarke 


O Count Basie E] Stan Wrightson O Walter Booker E] Cozy Cole 
О Paul Bley D Larry Du E] Ronnie Boykins O Alan Dawson 
O Dave Brubeck O Ray Brown O Frankie Dunlop 
О Jaki Byard O Momy Budwig O Bobby Durhaın 
O Barbara Carroll OD Tawrence Bugan O Nick Fatool 
D Ray Charles O Joc Byrd ПП] А! Foster 
OG а man GUITAR O Red Callender O Vernet Fournier 

(Please check one.) [3 Ron Carter D Sonny Greer 

O Laurindo Alm Т] Paul Ci Er Û Chico Hamilton 

О Bill Evans O Chet. Atkins O Gene O Jake Hanna 
О Don Ewell Г] Billy Bauer O Buddy Clack O Louis Hayes 
0 Viaor Feldman 0 Billy Bean OJ Joc Comfort O Roy Haynes 
Г] Clare E] Jeff. Beck 0 Bob Cranshaw Lj Red Holt 
0 Bob Florence Г] George Benson D Bill Crow 5 

ЖЫ ы” 00 Stix Hooper 
O Russ Freeman [] Elvin Bishop [йрн Phil Humphries 
О Don Friedman O Mike Bloomfield Lj Richard Davis a eer 
[] Red Garland O Luiz Bonfa O George Duvivier ا‎ 
D Erroll Garner O Sandy Bull Û Richard Evans [ab ones 
[O Dave Grusin E] Kenny Burrell Lj Pops Foster [1 Jo jones 
O Vince Guaraldi Charlie Byrd O Johnny Frigo O Philly Joe Jones 
D Friedrich Gulda J Eric Clapton O Jimmy Garrison. O Rufus Jones 
0 Herbie Hancock [] Eddie Condon D Eddie Gomez O Connie Kay 
Г] Roland Hanna 0 Larry Coryell O Charlie Haden O Gene Krupa 
О Gene Harris D Steve Cropper D Bob Haggart O Don Lamond 
о проп Hawes O Duane Eddy O Perey Heath. E] Pete LaRoca 
O Skitch Henderson O Herb Ellis E] Milt Hinton 
Г] Eddie Heywood О Tal Farlow O Major Holley 
[] Andrew Hill O Вапу Galbraith O Chuck Israels 


O Earl "Fatha" Hines 
O Dick Hyman 
O Ahmad 


Iberio Г] David Izenzo D Shelly Manne 
Green O Chubby Jackson O Joe Morello 
mal O Grant Green О Sam Jones E] Sunny Murray 
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J Sandy Nelson 
O Sonny Payne 
0 Walter Perkins 
O Charlie Persip 
D Bill Quinn 

D Buddy Rich 
Г] Max Roach 

O Mickey Roker 
D Zutty Singleton 
E] Jack Sperling 
E] Ringo Starr 

Ej Grady Tate 

0 Ed Thigpen 
DO George Wetting 
П Tony Williams 
0 Sam Woodyard 
pÈ 


MISC. INSTRUMENT 
(Please check one.) 
[3 Roy Ayers, vibes 
O Booker Т., organ 
2 Harvey Brooks, electric bass 
Ej Ray Brown, cello 
E Milt Buckner, organ 
E] Larry Bunker, vibes 
E] Gary Burton, vibes 
O Раш Butterfield, harmonica 
O Candido, Dongos 
Г] Omette Coleman, violin 
E Buddy Collette, flute 
I Bob Cooper, oboe 
O Miles Davis, Fligethorn 
E) Buddy DeFranco, bass 
clarinet 
Ej Leo Diamond, harmonica 
E) Walter Dickerson, vibes 
Ej Don Elliott, vibes, 
mellophone 
E] Art Farmer, Flügelliorn 
E] Victor Feldman, vibes 
Ej Jesse Fuller, harmonica 
E] Denny Gerrard, electric bass 
О Teny Gibbs, vibes 
E] Bany Goldberg, organ 
E Justin Gordon, flute 
O Earl Grant, organ 
C Tommy Cumina, accordion 
Г] Lionel Hampton, vibes 
O George Harrison, sitar 
E] Groove Holmes, organ 
О Paul Horn, flute 
O Bobby Hutcherson, vibes 
E] Milt Jackson, vibes 
Ej Percy James, bongos 
07 Pete Jolly, accordion 
O Roland Kirk, manzello, 
stritch, flute 
O Al Kooper, organ 
O Steve Lacy, soprano sax 
O Billy Larkin, organ 
E] Prince Lasha, іше 
O Yusef Lateef, flute, oboe 


E] Lane Lederer, double clarinet 


O Charles Lloyd. flute 
Ej Arthur Lyman, vibes 

O Johnny Lytle, vibes 

D Mike Mainieri, vibes 

O Herbie Mann, flute 

O Paul McCartney, electric bass 
O Cary McFarland, vibes 

O Bud Montgomery, vibes 


E] James Moody, flute 
E] Joe Mooney, accordion 

Г] Ray Nance, violin 

E] Red Norvo, vibes 

E] Don Patterson, organ 

O Bill Perkins, flute 

О Dave Pike, vibes 

[ГЇ Pony Poindexter, soprano sax 
O Seldon Powell, flute 

E] Ragu, South Indian drums 
Ej Emil Richards, vibes 

E] Shorty Rogers, Fliigelhorn 
Ej Bob Rosengarden, bongos 
Ej Willie Ruff, French horn 
E] Mongo Santamaria, bongos 
E] Shirley Scott, organ 

E] John Sebastian, harmonica 
O Bud Shank, flute 

O Ravi Shankar, sitar 

O Jimmy Smith, organ 

O Ray Starling, mellophonium 
E] Jeremy Steig, flute 

E] Clark Terry, Fligethorn 


E] Jean Thielemans, harmonica 


E] Cal Tjader, vibes. 
D Art Van. Damme, accordion 


O Julius Watkins, French horn 


O Frank Wess, flute 
LEE 


MALE VOCALIST 
(Please check one.) 
Ej David Allen 
[Г] Mose Allison 
D Ed Ames 
O Eric Anderson. 
[Г] Louis Armstrong 
E] Charles Aznavour 
Ej Marty Ballin 
Ej Hary Belafonte 
O Tony Bennett 
E] Brook Benton 
E] Chuck Berry 
E] Bobby Bland 
Г] Pat Boone 
O James Brown 
E] Oscar Brown, Jr. 
O Eric Burdon 
E] Solomon Burke 
0 Ray Charles 
E] Lou Christie 
E] Wayne Cochran 
O Earl Coleman 
0 Репу Como 
Ej Arthur Conley 
E] James Cotton 
E] Bing Crosby 
Ej Vie Damone 
Ej Bobby Darin 
0 Sammy Davis Jr. 
E] Matt. Dennis 
Ej Johnny Desmond 
E] Fats Domino 
E] Donovan 
D Bob Dorough 
Lj Frank D'Rone 
O Bob Dylan 
E] Billy Eckstine 
Г] Sleepy John Estes 


[O Eddie Fisher 
[O Eddie Floyd 
O Lowell Fulson 
0 John Gary 
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ГЇ Marvin Gaye 
E] Joao Gilberto 
O Buddy Greco 
O Roy Hamilton 
E] Tim Hardi 
O Johnny Hartman 
D Richie Havens 

D] Clancy Hayes 

[] Bobby Hebb 

O Bill Henderson 
E] Jon Hendricks 

O Jimi Hendrix 

O А Hibbler 

Г] John Lee Hooker 
O Lightnin’ Hopkins 
[I Engelbert Humperdinck 
О Bemard Ito 

O Walter Jackson 

E] Mick Jagger 

O Comelius James 
O Johnny Janis 

D Jack Jones 

О B. B. King 

D Frankie Laine 

D Steve Lawrence 
O Trini Lopez 

[O Dean Martin 

O Al Martino 

E] Johnny Mathis 

O John Mayall 

O Paul. McCartney 
0) Scott McKenzie 

O Roger Miller 

O Chad Mitchell 

Г] Matt Monro 

O Joe Mooney 

E] Mark Murphy 

O Johnny Nash 

О Fred. Neil 

O Phil Ochs 

O Roy Orbison 

O Jackie Paris 

E] Wilson Pickett 

Г] Gene Pitney 

O King Pleasure 

0 Elvis Presley 

E] Arthur Prysock 

О Tom Rapp 

O Lou Rawls 

Lj Otis Redding 

O Jimny Recd 

О Little Richard 

O Johnny Rivers 

O Tommy Roe 

O Jimmy Rushing 
O Mitch Ryder 

O Crispian St. Peters 
E] John Sebastian 

E] Jack Sheldon 

E] Frank Sinatra 

E] Percy Sledge 

E] Otis Spann 

E] Billy Stewart 

O Joc Tex 

E] Mel Tomé 

O Joe Turner 

E] Jeny Vale 

o Frankie Valli 

[] Adam Wade 


0 Junior Wells 
Ej Andy Williams 
E] Joe Williams 


E] Jackie Wilson 
E] Jimmy Witherspoon 
D Stevie Wonder 

i 


FEMALE VOCALIST 

(Please check one.) 

O Lorez Alexandria 

[] Amanda Ambrose 

Ej Nancy Ames 

D Ernestine Anderson 

D Claire Austin 

0 Joan Bacz 

0 Pearl Bailey 

C] La Vern Baker 

L] Mae Bames 

[O Joy Bryan 

O Jackie Cain 

E] Lama Cantrell 

E] Vikki Carr 

0 Diahann Carroll 

D Betty Carter 

O June Christy 

O Реша Clark 

E] Chris Connor 

Г] Damita Јо 

О Doris Day 

E] Jackie De Shannon 

O Саз Elliott. 

O Ethel Ennis 

O Marianne Faithfull 

p Ella Fitzgerald 

O Connie Francis 

E] Aretha Franklin 

ГЇ Judy Garland 

E] Gale Gamett 

E] Astrud Gilberto 

O Lesley Gore 

0 Eydie Gormé 

E] Shirley Нот 

[] Lena Horne 

O Helen Humes 

[O Lurlean Hunter 

Dj Janis lan 

O Mahalia Jackson 

0 Etta James 

Ej Janis Joplin 

O Sheila Jordan 

O Lainie Kazan 

O Beverly Kelly 

O Morgana King 

О Teddi King 

О Eartha Kite 

E] Irene Kral 

O Peggy Lec 

E] Keny Lester 

О Barbara Lewis 

E] Abbey Lincoln 

E] Julie London 

O Gloria Lynne 

O Miriam Макса 

O Marilyn Maye 

D Barbara McNair 

O Carmen McRae 

E] Helen Merrill 

O Sandy Miller 

O Marian Montgomery 

О Jaye Р. Morgan 

O Anita ODay 

O Pani Page 

D Sandy Posey 

D Sue Raney 

Г] Della Reese 


E] Irene Reid 
E] Ann Richards 
E] Mavis Rivers 
E] Annie Ross 

E] Dinah Shore 
D Nina Simone 
Г] Nancy Sinatra 
Г] Grace 

E] Carol Sloane 
E] Jennie Smith 

E] Kecly Smith 

E] Joanie Sommers 

П Jeri Southern 

га Dusty Springfield 

Г] Jo Stafford 

[Г] Dakota Staton 

E] Barbra Streisand 

O Carla Thomas 

Г] Pat Thomas 

Г] Big Mama Thornton 
0 Teri Thornton 

[O Diana Trask 

E] Leslie Uggams 

Г] Sarah Vaughan 

O Carol Ventura 

D Dionne Warwick 

E] Patty Waters 

O Mary Wells 

Г1 Margaret Whiting 

[] Lee Wiley 

Г] Nancy Wilson 

0 


INSTRUMENTAL COMBO 
(Please check one.) 

Г] Cannonball Adderley Sextet 

[Г] Herb Alperrs Tijuana Brass 

Г] Louis Armstrong All-Stars 

O Al Bellento Quartet 

O Art Blakey and the Jazz 

Messengers 

O Booker T. and the MG's 

[C Dave Brubeck Quartet 

O Cary Burton Quartet 

O Charlie Byrd Trio 

Dj Barbara Carroll Trio 

D Al Cohn-Zoot Sims Quintet 

D Су Coleman Trio 

O Ornette Goleman Quartet 

3 Miles Davis Quintet 

Martin Des 

Bill Doggett 

Dukes of Dixicland 

Don Ellis Sextet 

Ш Evans Trio 

Art Farmer Quintet 

Firehouse Five plus Two 

Erroll Garner Quartet 

Stan Getz Quarter 

Dizzy Gillespie Quintet 

Jimmy Giulfre Quartet 

The Godz 

Benny Goodman Sextet 

O Urbie Green Septet 

O AlGrey-Billy Mitchell Sextet 

O Vince Guaraldi Trio 

L3 Chico Hamilton Combo 

(J John Handy Quintet 

O Hampton Hawes Trio 

E Earl Hines Quartet 

[3 Al ніки New Orlcans Sextet 

O Groove Holmes Trio 

O Ahmad Jamal Trio 


E 
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O Jazz Crusaders 

O Elvin Jones Quartet 

O Wynton Kelly Trio 

Г] Barney Kessel Quartet 

Roland Kirk Quartet 

Lee Konitz-Marshall 

Brown Quartet 

Gene Krupa Quartet 

Ramsey Lewis Trio 

Lighthouse All-Stars 

Charles Lloyd Quartet 

Herbie Mann Sextet 

[] Shelly Manne and his Men 

[] Toshiko Mariano Quartet 

O Les McCann 140. 

O Jack McDuff Combo 

0 Marian McPartland Trio 

Г] Charles Mingus Jazz 
Workshop 

O Mitchell: Ruff Trio 

Г] Modem Jazz Quartet 

Г] Thelonious Monk Quartet 

O Wes Montgomery Trio 

O Cemy Mulligan Quartet 

O Turk Murphy's Jaz Band 

O Red Norvo Quintet 

E] Oscar Peterson Trio 

E] André Previn Trio 

O Quartette Très Bien 

Г] Max Roach Quintet 

ГІ Sonny Rollins ‘Trio 

Г] George Russell Sextet 

[] Pee Wee Russell All-Stars 

E] Tony Scott Quartet 

[] Bola Sete Trio 

E] Bud Shank Quartet 

[O George Shearing Quintet 

E] Archie Shepp Quartet 

Г] Horace Silver Quintet 

Г] Jimmy Smith Trio 

О Jeremy Steig and the Satyrs 

Г] Cecil. Taylor Quintet 

O Terry-Brookmeyer. Quintet. 

E] Three Sounds 

E] Cal Tjader Quintet 

[] Ventures 


Г] Jr. Walker and the All-Stars 


П) Teddy Wilson Trio 


[] Kai w 


VOCAL GROUP 
(Please check one.) 
D Andy & the Bey Sisters 
D Association 
O Beach Boys 
D Beatles 
D Bee Gees 
D Big Brother and the 
Holding Company 
O Blues Project 
Tommy Boyce and 
Bobby Hart 
Г) Brothers Four 
[] Buckinghams 


[] Buffalo Springfield 


[] Paul Butterfield Blues Band 


D Byrds 
D Jackie Cain & Roy Kral 
O Canned Heat 

Chad and Je 
D Ray Charles 


YOUR 1968 PLAYBOY JAZZ & POP POLL BALLOT 


E] Clancy Bros. & 
Tommy Makem 
O Dave Clark Five 


D Sergio Mendes and Brasil 66 
E] Mills Brothers 
E] Mitchell Trio 


O Coasters O Moby Grape 
EL] Country Joc and the Fish — [] Modernaires 

0 Cream O Monkees 

П Crystals Г] Mothers of Invention 
E] Spencer Davis Group Г] Music Explosion 

E] Doors Г] New Christy Minstrels 


E] Double Six of Paris 
Г] Everly Brothers 

[ Fifth Dimension 

[ Five Stairsteps 

[ Four Freshmen 


O Paupers 

[] Peaches and Herb 
[] Pearls Before Swine 
Г] Peter and Gordon 
O Peter, Раш & Mary 


Г] Four Lads O Platters 
Г] Four Seasons E] l'ozo-Seco Singers 
П) Four Tops [3 Procol Harum 
Г] Fugs 0 Raclets 
O Glories 0 Paul Revere and the Raiders 
O Grateful Dead O Righteous Brothers 
П Happenings E] Smokey Robinson and the 
Г] Herman's Hermits Miracles 
O Hi-Lo O Rolling Stones 
E] Hollies E] Sam and Dave 
E] Тап & Sylvia E] Sam the Sham and the 
E] Ike k Tina Turner Pharaohs 
Г] Impressions D Seekers 
Г) Ink Spots 1 Simon and Garfunkel 
E] Tommy James and the O Sonny and Cher 
Shondells E] Spanky and Our Gang 
E] Jay and the Americans O Staple Singers 
E] Jefferson Airplane O Kirby Stone Four 


E] Truman Johnson Singers 
П Anita Kerr Singers 


E] Supremes 
E] Swingle Singers 


n Sisters [] Temptations 
[O Kingston Trio 0) Tremeloes 

О Kinks [] Clara Ward Singers 
E] Lovin" Spoonful Г] Who 


[] Yardbirds 
Г) Youngbloods 

[] Young Rascals 
Hn 


O Mamas and the Papas 
L] Johnny Mann Singers 

E] Marni and the Vandellas 
O Maryetettes 


THE PLAYEOY JAZZ HALL OF FAME 
(Instrumentalists and vocalists, living or dead, are eligible. Artists 
previously elected—Louis Armstrong, Count Basie, Deve Brubeck, 
Duke Ellington, Ella Fitzgerald, Frank Sinatra—are not eligible.) 


PLAYBOY'S RECORDS OF THE YEAR 
BEST INSTRUMENTAL LP (BIG RAND) 


BEST INSTRUMENTAL LP (FEWER THAN EIGHT PIECES) 


BEST VOCAL LP 


Name and address must be printed here to authenticate ballot. 


Name. 


RLO, CREAT WHITE HUNTER, at mid. 
ight, poked a bored finger (attached 
to a bored hand attached to a bored arm 
attached to a bored Arlo) toward Fred 
MacMurray and Madeleine Carroll. It 
could not be said there was viciousness or 
even vindictiveness in the movement. But 
as Von Clausewitz said in Volume II of 
Vom Kriege, any positive action, even if 
ultimately incorrect, is better than in- 
decision and no action at all. Fred and 
Madeleine were feigning animosity for 
each other as Arlo poked the оке button. 

‘They faded, it was still midnight, and 
Arlo was horny. So he decided to go 
shopping. 

As a follow-up decision, he deci 
since he was going to be in a super 
ket anyway—to check the kitchen cal 
nets, to sce what staples were vanishing. 

Then he put on his stretch Levis and 
a Swiss velour, went out to his dusty 
eight-year-old Austin-Healey, headed for 
the statistically Inckiest 24-hour super. 
market, the Hollywood Ranch Market, 
and went to Vine Street. 

Arlo, Great White Hunter, at midnight 
plus ten. 


He trundled the cart, with the left rear 
wheel that did not revolve, up and down 
the aisles for a while, noting Signs of the 
Times and the Advancement of Man As 
Seen in His Artifacts: 

Civilization’s greatest achievement— 
Saran Wrap—now came in a roll pack- 
age with knobs (continued on page 179) 


would you 
do it for 


A PENNY? 


it looked like a sleeping 
pill and bed for arlo, 

the great white hunter; 

then he spotted the girl 

in the supermarket, 


and the chase was on 


fiction by harlan ellison 
and haskell barkin 


ILLUSTRATION BY ETIENNE DELESSERT 


The intersection of Haight and Ashbury Streets in San Francisco is the pulsating epi- 
center for the hippie shocks that have been felt throughout the world. Gurus Allen 
Ginsberg and Timothy Leary (center left) embrace at a be-in. The poet has made 

an easy transition from angry beatnik to joyous elder hippie and Leary has be- 
come more mystically involved in his experiments with hallucinogens. Lysergic 

acid diethylamide—“‘acid"—has advanced irom the unreliable sugar-cube 

siage and can now be easily obtained in pills of uniform dosage (left). 


a sympathetic portrait of those far-out and fanciful 
west coast hippies, diggers and new leftniks who 
spark the action on today’s youth scene—and 
generate bemused consternation among their elders 


Two Flower Children (below left) set the tone for this most gentle of insur- 
rections. Myriad blossoms bedeck the hair, clothes, cars and homes of the 
psychedelic set, and the kids eagerly bestow bouquets on members of the 
square world—most notably the fuzz, tourists and local businessmen. A cele- 

brant (below) communes with light and air and water in the breath-taking Big Sur 
country of northern California. The peaceful privacy of the area has attracted 
the more meditative hippie groups that practice Eastern-flavored religious rites. 


HERE SEEMED TO BE NO AIRPLANE. There was just this parachutist sailing down through a cloudless sky. 
His [ace was masked. His chute was decorated with psychedelic-ecstatic colors. And below him, as he 
sailed so free, 20,000 grokkers said Ooh and Ah. 

The occasion was the first Human Be-in on the Polo Field of Golden Gate Park in San Francisco. 
Tim Leary and Allen Ginsberg were there, the Hell's Angels were there, the Berkeley New Left politicos 
were there, the Provolike Diggers were there. There were children and parents, on a fine January day. 
There were banners, flags, costumes, drums, incense, chimes, many San Francisco rock bands, feathers, 
candles, heads and nonheads, families, lovers, heroes, animals, cymbals and symbols. 

What was the cause? Just to grok and groove. 

The police were absent. The crowd danced and played and loved each other all afternoon, and then Allen told them 
to pick up their litter and they did and then they went home. Nearby, the lawyer who represents the Hell's Angels in 
their continual hassling with the police was engaged in a rugby match, his legal talents unneeded. The Diggers passed 
out free food. Smiles and pats and kidding. Twenty thousand participants in the “Powwow, a Gathering of the Tribes 
for a Human Bein” remember this as a causeless, meaningless and beautiful moment in their lives. A kind of history was 
truly made, an ecstasy, a memory of ecstasy and no police and no litter. 

‘The whole thing was the conception of a couple of supergroovy wave makers. There have been succeeding epi- 
sodes, and why not? All those bodies willing to be nice and knowing now, really knowing 

Where are these wave makers leading themselves and us? Should we follow? How can we follow? How can we not 
follow? How can we follow and not follow, all at once, picking up our litter? 


FREAKY DOINGS DOWN ON EARTH, WHICH IS ONE OF YOUR TOP TEN PLANETS. Why add “the wave makers,” another 
instant cliché, to the churning mass of language? Do we need another bumper sticker, another button, another dirge or 
snigger for the funny doings of the people who make the action? It is a matter of focus. After all, what are we standing 
on—peanutbutter-flavored yogurt? These are the people who are floating up all sorts of alien kicks through the rock- 
"n'-moil air. Some of them are developing products that will quickly be disposed of—rockets, missiles and youth itself 
Some of them are working on а style of drugged psychedelic expansion or tipping with music and dancing and natural 
case. "The Rise of the Uglies” would tell the story of the beards and the Goodwill Industry clothes and the haircut 
boycotts, except that the uglies are not ugly. Their charm comes in lumps, but it is charm all the same 

"They are spontancous. "I used to live with him,” says the girl at a party, pointing across the room to a guitarist, "but 
now I live with Aim,” as her finger crooks two ways southward toward a bearded postman, who is sleeping with his head 


From New York's Tompkins Square to San Francisco's Golden Gate Park (below), the love-in is continuous and each ecstatic 
celebrant is the Wizard of his own Oz. The hippie's environment is total and McLuhanistic—he takes from it anything that will 
aid his daily flights of freak-out fancy. The range of dress and activities is unlimited and a child's bubbles (below right) 
can instantly provide a fragile, ephemeral sculpture whose floating grace captivates a joyful and eagerly enchanted crowd. 


In fantasyland, the well-dressed voyager is psychedelically correct to the tip of his umbrella. Even more dazzling is the 
Day-Glo bus of San Francisco's Merry Pranksters. (The emblem on the flag represents a marijuana leaf.) A maiden (right) 
grooves in flowery meditation. The warlike symbols of the Hell's Angels (bottom) stimulated the garish sartorial style of the 
hippies. The stolid personage (bottom right) is Pigpen, percussionist for The Grateful Dead and a trend-setier in his own right. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY GENE ANTHONY 


The prismatic frenzy of a light show at San Francisco State College (far left) counterpoints the improvised undulations of 
а nude coed. Ravi Shankar, whose music has influenced the Beatles, brings the good vibrations of his sensuous sitar playing 
to the Monterey Pop Festival. Also at the festival was a rock group (above) obviously weary of the name game that has obsessed 
West Coast ensembles—this one called The Group with No Name. Dancers (below right) do their thing in the heady atmosphere 
of the Fillmore Auditorium. A young hippie girl (below left) goes into temporary exile in the alien topless world to earn some bread. 


on his mail sack. It is probably filled with 
Social Security checks. “Do you have a bicycle? 
es 

“How many speeds?” 

“Nine. It’s Iu 

She absorbs this interesting data with gleam- 
ing eyes. Nine speeds is such a help getting up 
hills “Would you like me to live with you?” 
she inquires. "Just for the weekend, I n 
it’s such a drag making plans. But I do so love 
a man with nine different speeds.” 

They don't want to be up tight. They don't 
want to he brought down. They don't throw 
stones. They float out of the sky and keep the 
messy airplane out of sight. 


Their older brothers and sisters were called 
beatniks, but the youths have other names now. 
The Zazzeroni of Italy, the Raggaren of Stock- 
holm, the Provos of Holland, the Ladybugs of 
the Soviet Union, the Chuligans of Czecho 
slovakia, the Halbstarke of Austria, the Gamm- 
т of Germany, the Gamberros of $ are 
all their cousins. An International is being 
created, with students and wandering loafers 
and the nervousbreakdown people and the 
remittance men and a few draft dodgers 
providing 2 network of communication; plus 
rumors, the telemouth; plus the conditions of 
industrialization and hard fear of war and 
gust with mass culture that are settling over 
the Western world. “ i 
affluence, arise ye processed of the earth” 
"They let hair and beards grow. they find God 
or godlessness (fanatic atheism is very close 
to religion), they seek out motorcycles and 
electronic music, they get high in a thousand 
different ways, they like leather and/or Вох 
they question the traditional forms of work, 
they question (text continued on page 140) 


ners of 


Pot is the staple of the hippie diet and it is usually a shared pleasure, as in this Los Angeles pad (far lett). Religious 
eclecticism—stressing Eastern meditation and primitive Christian communality—is evident in the “soul-touching” trance at- 
tained by a young Haight-Ashbury painter and his wite (left). The beads he is wearing are the one necessary adornment in 
the acid culture: In them, the artist presumably finds the inner light that enhances self-illumination and inspires creativi 


Physical exuberance is the kick at the tree beach (left) in San Gregorio, California. There are neither rules nor membership 
requirements for joining in the fun, and the Free Beach Movement is healthy and thriving, with new areas for nudeniks open- 
ing all along the sunny West Coast. A paisley paint-in (above) precedes uninhibited swinging at a party in San Francisco. 


Unabashed nudity, ear-zapping acid-rock, 
strobe lights and redolent incense provide 
a total mind blast at a party in the inner 
regions of Psychedelphia (right). The 
extreme energy input produces afuse- 
blowing electrification of the senses. 
"A complete turn-on. It's absolute 
...pure wipe-out!” says one girl 
participant. “It's like an orgasm, 

but it lasts longer. This is life, 
everything else is death. 

The increasing ubiquity of 

the sitar as a hippie in- 

strument is evident at an- 

other party (below). 

The hippie-discovered 
psychedelic vividness of 

the American flag is 
demonstrated at a 

Trips Festival in San 
Francisco. The festival 

was an indoor version of 

a be-in, the only difference 

being that stroboscopic 

light pulsations replaced 

the sun as a source of psy- 

chic energy. A San Francisco 

couple (far right) strolls the 
Hashbury streets in the early 

dawn. The boy's jacket reflects 

the all-embracing leitmotif of the 
hippies: Love—spiritual, physical 

and nonpossessive love—is The 
Answer. They say they seek a 
world that is free of and unfettered 


by money, rules or cops. As the 
Beatles tell it, they want to go down to 
Strawberry Fields Forever, where *'noth- 
ing is real, and nothing to get hung about." 
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BOSSA IGA 


Е MAY MORNING, а comely Tibetan maid- 
Ооа neben 
her way to a distant market. Noticing a figure 
sitting beside the road and remembering her 
mother's warnings about the impulsiveness of 
men, she hesitated. But then. observing by 
his red robe and belled hat that he was a 
monk, she felt she had nothing to fear and 
went forward, only bowing her head in 
recognition of his holiness. 

What was her surprise, then, as she drew 
abreast of him, when the holy man suddenly 
fixed his burning gaze upon her and, leaping 
up, seized her in his emaciated arms! With- 
out a word, he threw her down onto a bank 
of mountain flowers, flung up her skirt and 
prepared to make on her virgin body a 
mighty assault! 

However, the girl was sturdy and the holy 
man, from long fasting, was lcan as a moun- 
n tree. She managed to tear herself from 
his frenzied clasp and ran back down the 
path to her home. 

There she panted out her story 10 her 
mother and to the neighbors who crowded 
around. Out of the corner of her cye, she 
could sec Dugpa, the young vak driver who 
was desperate to marry her. He had been 
refused by her parents as not well-to-do 
enough; but the burning love in his eves had 
fanned her feelings and she dreamed of being 
held in his strong arms. Now she was pleased 
to sce the indignation mounting in a red flush 
along his high, tanned cheekbones. 

But her mother's indignation was different. 
Instead of the praise the girl expected for her 
hearty defense of her virtue, she met con- 
demnation. “He was a holy man! Inspired by 
God! You should have done whatever he 
wished! Now go back up the path and tell 
him that whatever he wishes, you will do!” 

The girl hesitated, protesting, and while 
she and her mother argued, Dugpa slipped 
out of sight. Then he ran furiously up the 
path along the mountain till he saw the holy 
тап. At whatever cost to his soul, he was 
prepared to prevent the monk's seizing the 
treasure he had so long coveted for himself. 

The redsobed figure was again seated, 
motionless, as the girl had described. Dugpa 
bowed hastily. "О holy onc," he cried, “if the 
maiden returns, what will you do?" 

“Nothing,” the holy man replied calmly. 

“But—you seized her—you wanted —" 

“It is too late now,” said the holy one. 
“When she first came up the path, 1 per 
ceived the spirit of our former lama passing 
through the air. Unfortunately, he died wit 
out mastering the disciplines of his rank. 
Such a man cannot control the conditions of 
his rebirth. His restless spirit is drawn irre 
sistibly into the womb to be born again when 
two creatures in his presence come tosether 
in sexual union. From compassion, 1 wished 
to provide him with a suitable reincarnation. 
But alas—when the girl fled, a couple of 
jackasses met on the path and copulated. The 
divine moment passed. It is now too e” 

"Too late!" the young lover cried joy 
fully. His maiden was safe, But the monk 
would tell her what had happened—and to 
he replaced by a jackass Surely that was 
too much for any proud-spirited girl to bear! 


the lust 
of the 
holy man 


“Too late for the wandering spirit,” Dugpa 
cried, “but not too late for me! О holy one! 
Would you grant me a favor? In return I will 
supply you with yak butter and tea for a 
month! Only trade clothes with me for half 
an hour and meditate a little farther away? 

Perhaps the holy one would have refused, 
but the youth was large and strong. In any 
event, in only a few minutes, their clothes 
were indeed exchanged, and a different 
monk motionless, dust smeared on his 
face under the wide-brimmed hat. 

Meantime, the maid came back up the 
path, at first slowly, both terrified and 
tempted by the thought of familial and diyine 
sanction for an act she had secretly dreamed 
about, When she came near the place where 
she had left the holy one, she was almost 
running. Suppose, in his despair, he was 
already gone! But there lie sat, in the same 
spot, in the same position of meditation as 
when she had scen him first, face hidden by 
his hat. She slowed her steps and at last 
stood hefore him, head modestly lowered. 

O holy onc," she murmured, "I have 
returned. 1 am your servant. Do whatever 
your spirit impels you to do.” 

What his spirit impelled him to do was to 
bcar her down onto the bank of mountain 
flowers—but this time with so much vigor 
that even if she had resisted, she would have 
been powerless. She did not resist—and feel- 
ng buta short pain and a mounting pleasure, 
she sent up a prayer of thanks for the wise 
counsel of her mother. The bells on his hat 
rang merrily—till at last it fell from his head 

It was only then, when their bliss was 
complete, that she recognized, through the 
sweat-streaked dust on his face and by the 
springing black hair now revealed, the fea- 
tures of her long-drcamed-about lover. 

Oh!" she gasped. “I thought you were the 
holy man! 

‘Then, since she had been trained to wuth- 
fulness, she added softly, "I am glad you are 
not—tor if you had been, I would no doubt 
have encountered you one time only.” 

The yak driver smiled and proceeded 10 
prove to her that one encounter was the 
furthest thing from his thoughts, 

At last, spent and dreamy-cyed, she re- 
turned to her home and recounted the tale of 
the need of the wandering spirit, as Dugpa 
had instructed her to do. 

Since, as а result, she was no doubt preg 
nant with a future lama, her parents decided 
that it was only fitting that she be marr 
And since Dugpa was the only available con- 
tender, they withdrew their objections to his 
suit. So she and Dugpa stood beneath the 
marriage canopy 

Nine months later, she was delivered of a 
strong and well-formed boy. When the child 
was three years old, he was put to the test by 
the monks traveling the land in search of a 
successor to the deceased lama. It is strange, 
but true, that this child picked out the former 
Лата possessions unerringly from a great 
assortment of objects, and thus was hailed as 
the new Lima. 

What the jackass delivered, no man has 
yet recorded 
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property and making out, they question 
their parents bitterly, they lock for their 
brother and sister souls, In many differe 
ways and with no great unity of action— 
thi not an or гей movement—they 
are making ripples and waves from which 
even their elders are lea 
styles catch оп. Wh 
ing emulated by their elders. They are 
tuning in and they are taking over. 

If a capsule signal is needed for what 
the wave makers are turning against in 
the world of their fathers, it can be 
found in a paragraph from a column 
wriuen in Vietnam by Stewart. Alsop for 
The Saturday Evening Post, January 7, 
1967: 


“We've killed a lot of friendly 
people, and I'm real sony,” said a 
sad-faced American colonel who is 
an adviser to the Vietnamese amy 
here. "But, like Sherman said, "War 
is hell!" 


The wave makers are not content with 
Sherman's famous remark, They may 
want to do nothing more about the war 
in Vietnam than evade it themselves, but 
it feeds their sense that a take-over 
generation—theirs—is required. 

tudent revolts are a serious matter, 
with political implications, meaning to 
change our ways about race, Vietnam, 
the abstract, hard-edged quality of edu- 
cation, the troubles of work. The revolu- 
tionists ask: What are we training for? 
Why? They expres the post-Kennedy 
slump in national morale, Where are we 
at? Who puts us here? Why? Time passes, 
we grow old and die; or perhaps no 
time passes and we die anyway—is that 
all? Why? What mean your duties, 
moralities, wars? Where are we at, old 
folks? Your way is unplugged. 

For some, it’s simply good to get back 
at Mommy and Daddy, or to revive the 
old Marxism of that prehistory, the Thir- 
ties, or to put panty raids and Gastro in 
the same Savio blender. They are all 
decent Iaw-evading people. 

The rules of habit, 
authority are eroded. The threats th 


nd 
t 


kept those rules in force—the punish- 
ment of God, pregn disinherit- 
chive been elimi by the 


dimming out of religion. the pill and the 
crosion of the old family structures, One 
of the dangers of the new youth style is 
ation of what critic Harold Rosen- 
called “the herd of independent 
The opportunity, however. is to 
make a new tradition of the tradition of 
the new. 

The beauiks of ten years ago seemed 
to be triumphantly the victims of all they 
surveyed. They dropped out arrogantly: 
they preached poverty, ease, the 
love and, somewhat мапи 
ty. They wore the old clothes, but not 


(continued from page 133) 


magic clothes. Their hipster opposite 
numbers dressed sharp but m uniform. If 
they marched to a different drummer, 
they all seemed to march to the same old 
diferem drummers. Paralyzed by the 
ides of Ike, they alternately slumbered 
and slouched or rode off on wild Dexe- 
drine highs, bopping a bit, and then 
returned to mattresses chez each other. 
They were ni zation Men. 

The 1 descend- 
ants of the Beats, in much the same way 
that Elizabethan England was composed 
of the lineal descendants of the Anglo- 
Saxon berry caters who painted their 
rumps blue and lived in wees along 
about the time Aristophanes was writing 
his satires оп Socrates. Though the 
word “dropout” has become popular, it is 
certainly true that the Beats really 
dropped out in a way that the wave 
makers have not. They are busy design- 
making movies, protesting 
the the 
nonfl ng U.S. aircraft carrier that is 
the peninsula of Vietnam. They have 
blooming on their minds. They are 
present in the now. They are sometimes 
not here when you want them, but at 


ing clothes 
civil rights slothfulness and 


least they are there. They set styles, 
Carnaby-Mod-Rock, and they capture 
philosophies—Marshall McLuhan, who 


plays Polonius to their Hamlets; Dr. 
Timothy Leary, who plays ghost on the 
parapets. They are the descendants of 
the Beats, but with new drugs, new toys, 
new fads and new scx. 

They fill time with movement, space 
with gadgets, sound with volume and 
amplification, message with medium 

The traditional Western pattern. for 
both personal lives and the history of a 
time requires a beginning, a middle and 
an end. We are born, we struggle, we 
die. There are climaxes, irregularities, 
tragic intensities. The circle is completed 
and then the circle starts afresh. But 
now, with bombs and fallout and war, 
with the powerlessness of will in a mass 
society, life does not seem to be so si 
ply plotted. The pattern has gone pecul- 
iar, with paisley spirals and whorls. A 
new vision has gained a hold on the chil- 
dren. An on-going-with-ness, a stasis, a 
dropping out of time and a tuning in to 
perpetuity—these express the alternati 
ideals out of the East, the tube and his- 
tory. The vision is not freshly invented. 
There has always been this element 
Christian and Jewish mysticism; in fact, 
in all mysticisms. But as а popular style, 
has taken new roots in the gene 
now young and acti 

The willingness of so many of the 
most v nergetic of the young to 
give up the sense of history, hope for the 

is understandable but unusual. 
a French psychologist has called 
“la crise d'originalité juvénile” —"the 


al and 


crisis of adolescent ori 
mean a youthful bur 
toward new achievements: ambition and 
lust—and art, money, power, creative 
expression of personality, hope for society 
The Wanderjahy of the 19th Century 
scholar-poet, the adventuring of the trou- 
badour youth, the killing of the father 
in the primal horde: There are plenty of 
examples in history and in myth. Change 
meant change, and youth did it. The 
new psychedelic mode—digging the 
scene—is an odd reversal of this pattem. 
But of course the wave makers, those who 
define the scene, are finding their road to 
originality, their whorly path homeward 

to the tradition of novelty 
The Soviet poet Evtushenko's evou 
tion of Mayakowky's revolver—to 
the conformists, to kill untruth, hatred 
and cruclty—is also ап cvocation of that 
sume revolver with which Mayakovsky 
lied himself. If he hadn't. committed 
suicide, very likely Stalin would have 
had him murdered. The revolver of 
Evtushenko and Mayakovsky is the re- 
volver of angry, hasty, wasteful youth; 
and an echo of it can be found in the 
name of the Beatle album filled with 
sweet love songs and dges: 
Revolver 
The stony hipsters of the slums, the 
hang-loose protesters of the status quo, 
the wet-eyed psychedelic lovers (“I lov 
Fm beautiful") are different in many 
ways, but they are similar in the hope of 
grooving and grokking. To groove means 
to swing: groovy means good, in the 
swing, with it, tere. Grok is a word 
from a science-fiction novel by Robert A. 
Heinlein, Stranger in a Strange Land; 
grok means to dig, to go in calm ecstasy, 
to relish what is before you. These de- 
cent people are eagerly grokking. They 
don't want to smuggle in or buy Шера 
marijuana; they want to declare it lega 
but in the meantime, they fec] they must. 
fight the liquor lobby and help remove 
the smell of beer from places where теп 
gather. “Junkies” for them are the old 
folks who accumulate junk out of adve 
tisements; addicts are those who swing 
with a medicine chest full of pills; the 
sane are the politicians who run whole 
populations with fire and bombs; the 
weird are those whose sexual hang-ups 
include swift sorties with the girl at the 
sales convention or the neighbors wile 
The only thing they admit is that these 
strange and nongroovy people have tem- 
porary conuol of thir 
The turbulence of youth is eternal; 
nothing uniqu . Their boiling 
and trouble accompany all the changes 
of civilizations, both the creative and the 
destructive ones, What gives it a special 
poignancy and risk today is that it 
caused a punch-drunk unsteadiness of the 
balancing older genera The wave 
makers seem 10 be asking the ruling 
(continued on page 190) 


to this 


поп. 


“The man I marry must be able to think big, Mr. Higby.” 
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ud, $100. Cowhide 
helf: 


Leather accessaries to grace your den or study. Counterclockwise from 11 

mocher, available through decorators. Shelf with leather belts, Americon Desig 
Je: Drink troy, $10, highball glosses, $5 each, large tankard, $11.50, small tonkard, $6, loving cup, $11.50, ond 

owhide waler/wine: pitcher and two-hondled drinking pitcher, both from 


wall covering, from F 
Woxed-cowhide products inc 
dice cup, $8.25, oll from Tex Ton Welhausen. Below shelf: Woxed. 
Tex Ton Welhousen, $35 cach. Cawhide-covered gs, $6, ice bucket, $35, ond crystal deconters in troy, $ oll from Bosco. 
Cowhide foatlacker, fram Moreddi, $240. Cowhide baak ends, fram Basco, $23.50. Leather custom-baund books include: The U.S. Min! & Coin: 
$100, Cossell s Sponish-E glish-Sponish $90, ond Audubor s The Birds af America, twa volumes, $400, cll from St. Crispin 
Bindery. Elephantskin stool, from Hunting World, $65. Cowhide-covered cose comes equipped with gaming gear ond craupier' sfic 
from Dunhill, kin footstool, from Abercrombie & Fitch, $70. Handsome cowhide miniatures include: Opel outa, $15, 1896 Landon cob 
$20, ond W ‘cach, $30, all from Rigaud. Leopordskin rug, from Hunting World, $1500. Leather packet cigar cose, fram Dunhill, 


$450. Woxed-cowhide pipe rack, fram Tex Ton Welhousen, $14. Pigskin-cavered pipes lined with meerschoum, from Dunhill, $12.50 each. 


Cowhide-covered butane table lighter, by Bosca, $15. Woxed-cawhide-covered ashtray, from Тех Tan Welhausen, $9. Leather-cavered 
tobacco jar, from Rigaud, $12.50. Cowhide humidor, fram Bosca, $50. Suede smoking jacket, by Breier of Amsterdam, $95. Shoeharn with calfskin- 
covered handle, from Marshall Field & Co., $9.50. Cawhide dresser organizer, by Bosca, $27.50. Calfskin address book, fram Mork Crass, $34.50. 
Cowhide paperweight, by Basca, $5. Calfskin nate pad with letter opener, $34.50, desk-ond-pocket eyeglass case, $22, and pen stand with pens, 
$55, all fram Mark Cross. Double-compartment cigarette/card bax in morocco leather and zebraskin, from Hunting World, $20. Calfskin writing 
case and desk pad, from Mark Cross, $70. Cowhide letter-opener case with opener ond scissors, by Bosco, $19.50. Calfskin desk file box, $55, 
plus lid with handle, $20, both from Mark Crass. Leather-covered liquor case, with repraduction of antique mop on lid, glasses included, from 
Loyal Gift Products, $55. Waxed-cawhide umbrella stand, from Tex Ton Welhausen, $50. Arflex of Milano lounge choir in top-grain cawhide iı 

cludes reading light, reading stand [not shown], telephone, note pad, ashtray and adjustable side pockets, $2200, ottoman, $440 extra, both fram 
Moreddi. Our supple studymate doodles on а cowhide memo pad, by Bosco, $17.50, while wearing с gormenttanned cowhide hip-hugger 
outfit, by John Brown, $85. By her feet is a cowhide ond brass magazine sland ond/ar portable portfolio, made in France, from Rigaud, $75. 
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COMPUTERS / THER LIMITATIONS 


two. When the half-gutted director and 
his fellow conspirators skulked out of bed 
the next morning and focused smolder- 
ing eyes on their newspapers, they at last 
recognized the obscure little facts that 
had saved their professional lives 
An electronic computer, no matter 
how big or how expensive or how gor- 
geously bejeweled with flashing lights or 
how thoroughly crammed with unpro- 
nounceable components, is no smarter 
than the men who use it. Its answers ca 
never be better than the data and formu- 
las that are programed into it. It has no 
magical insights of its own. Given inade- 
quate data and inexact formulas, it will 
produce the same wrong answers as a 
with an aching head and an adding 
machine. It will produce them in a more 
scientificlooking manner, that's all 
Over the past ten years, it has been 
fashionable то call these great buzzing, 
clattering machines "brains" Science- 
fiction writers and Japanese moviemakers 
have had a lovely time with the idea. 
Superintelligent machines take over the 
world! Squish people with deadly squish 
уу! Hypnotize nubile girls with horri- 
ble mind rays, baby! It's a 
course. A computer is а machine like any 
other machine. It produces numbers on 


l nonsense, of 


order. That’s all it can do 
Yet computers have been crowned 
with a halo of exaggerated glamor, and 


the TV election-predicting circus is a 
dasic example. The Columbia Broad- 
casting System got into this peculiar 
business back in 1952, using a. Reming- 
ton Rand Univac. The Univac did well. 
In 1956, for instance, with 1/27 of the 
popular vote in at 9:15 p.m., it predicted 
that Dwight Eisenhower would wi 
56 percent of the votes. His 
share turned out to be 57-4 percent, and 
everybody said, "My, my, what a clever 
machine!” The Univac certainly was a 
nicely wrought piece of engincering, one 
of the two or three fastest and most 
reliable then existing. But the credit for 
insight belonged 10 the political experts 
and mathematicians who told the Univac 
what to do. It was they, not the ma- 
chine, who estimated that if Swamp- 
water County went Democratic by X 
percent, the odds were Y over Z that the 
rest of the state would go Democratic by 
X-plus-N percent. The Univac only did 
the routine arithmetic. 

Which escaped attention. By the 
1960s, the U. public had the idea that 
some kind of arcane, unknowable, hyper- 
magic was soldered into com- 
puters—that а computerized answer was 
categorically beter than a hand-cranked 
answer. As the TV networks and 
hundreds of other businesses realized, 
used to impress 


(continued from page 91) 


people. A poll prediction looked much 
more accurate on computer printout 
paper than in human handwriting. But, 
as became clear at least to a few in 1966, 
it’s the input that counts. Honeywell 
programing expert Malcolm Smith say 
“You feed guesswork into a computer, 
you get beautiful neat guesswork back 
out. The machine contains no Auto- 
matic Guess Rectifier or Factualizing 
Whatchamacalli 

The fact is, computers are mı 
tally dense—“so literal,” says Smith, "so 
inflexible, so flat-footed dumb that it 
sometimes makes you want to burst into 
tears.” Smith knows, for he spends his 
life trying to make the gre 


nen- 


dimwits 


cogitate. To most people, however, 
computers are metallic magie, wonderful, 
tireless, emotionless, infallible brains that 


will finally solve mankind's every prob 
lem. Electronic data processing (EDP) is 
the great fad of the 1060s and perhaps the 
costliest fad in history. Companies big 
and small, universities, Government age 
are tumbling over one another in a 
tic scramble for the benefits of EDP. 
They believe EDP represents, at last, 
"stant solutions to problems they've 
wrestled with for decades: problems of 
information flow, bookkeeping, inventory 
control. And they're hounded by dr 


Even if you're 
that nobody ever heard of, you must 
have a computer. Businessmen. meeting 
at conventions like to drop phrases such 
s "My EDP manager told me" and 
‘Our programing boys think.” and watch 
the crestfallen looks of uncomputerized 
listeners. 4 т 

It's а great business to be in. Computer 
makers shipped some 8000 machines 
in 1965 and 13,700 (3.75 billion dollars’ 
worth) in 1966. There are over 30,000 
computers at work in the country today 
id there will be (depending on whose 
guess you listen to) as many as 100,000 
by 1975. It's a boom business in which 
young salesmen cin buy Cadillacs and 
Porsches. while their college classmates 
in other professions are still eating 
canned beans in on alf-roon 
flats. The salesmen don't need any un- 
usual qualifications to strike it rich: just a 
two- or three-year apprenticeship, a sin- 
cere hard handshake, a radiating aware- 
ness of belonging to an elite group and a 
good memory for a polysyllabic vocabu- 
lary. (You don't sell machines; you sell 
ystems concepts," or “inte- 
grated functional solid-state logic sys- 
tems concepts.” They seem to cost more 


se 


that way.) 
The salesmen are all business. They 
sell machines on a severely pragmatic 


level, n 


their prod- 


ucts’ worth sometimes but, in general, 
avoiding any unbusineslike talk about 
“superbra Computer manufacturers 
as a whole, in fact, avoid such talk. To 
their credit, they have struggled from 
js in perspec 
e publicly winced when imagi- 
nalists compared computers 
de 
skull. “Don't call them 
se, please don't call them 
shouted IBM scientist Dr. Arthur 
Samuel at a reporter once. "Bur lis 
ten,” said the reporter, "don't the: 
they don't howled Samuel. 
r you're going to say they do, 
they don't!” (Samuel, now at Stanford 
University, had won unwanted e for 
programing an IBM machine to play 
checkers.) “Computers are just extremely 
says logician-mathematician 
Richard Bloch, a former Honeywell vice 
president now working with Philadel- 
phia’s Auerbach Corporation. Bloch, 
lean, dark, ferociously energetic m: 
who smokey cigars incessantly, first tan 
gled with the machines in the early 
19405, when he helped run Harvard 
University’s historic Mark 1. “On second 
thought, "idiots is the wrong word. It 
suggests some innate thinking capacity 
gone wrong. Computers have no think 
ing capacity at all. "They're just big shiny 
machines. When will people learn 
machines don't think?” 

Maybe never, though men like Bloch 
never tire of saying so. “A computer can 
multiply umpteen umpteen-digit num- 
bers a second,” says Bloch, “but this is 
only blind manipulation of numbers, not 
thini To think about a problem, 
you've got to understand it, A computer 
never understands a problem.” 

Arthur Samuel, for ic, tells 
about an early checkers-playing experi 
ment. A British computer was given 
simple set of rules in arithmetical form. 
Among other things, it was told that a 
ng is worth three points, an uncrowned 
piece one point. It played an ordinary 
undistinguished game until its human 
opponent maneuvered a piece within 
опе move of being aowned. "Then the 
machine seemed to go mad. 

Somewhere in its buzzing electrical 
innards, à chain of "reason something. 
like this took place: "Oh, my goodness! 
If my opponent gets his piece into the 
king's row, he'll gain a three-point king 
where he had only a one-point. man 
before. In effect, this means ГЇЇ lose two 
points, What'll I do? (buzz, buzz . . .) 
Ah! IIl sacrifice one of ту uncrowned 
pieces. The rules say he must take my 
piece if I offer it. and this will force him 
to use his move and prevent him from 
getting his man crowned. ГП have lost 
only one point instead of two!" 

So the cunning computer sacrificed a 
man. The human player took it. The 
situation was now exactly the same as it 


with that odd gray mushy stuff i 
human 
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had been before, so the computer slyly 

ified another man. And so on. Piece 
by piece, the unthinking machine wiped 
iself out. 

The computer had proved itself able 
to manipulate some of the arithmetical 
and logical formulas of checkers. But it 
һай failed in one supremely important 
way. It simply didn't understand the 
game. It didn't grasp what по human 
novice ever needs to be told: that the 
basic object of a game is to win. 

The uouble with computers is that 
they seem to be thinking. While cars, 
lawn mowers and other machines perform 
easily understood. physical tasks, com- 
puters seem to be working with abstract 
thoughts. They aren't of course; they 


re only switching electric currents along 
preordained paths. But they produce 


answers to question 
а weird brainlike quality 

People expect 100 much of them, as 
a result, and this seriously worries some 
scientists, The late Norbert Wiener 
coiner of the term “cybernetics,” was par- 
ticularly worried about the increasing 
use of computers in military decision 
making. Referring to machines that can 
manipulate the logical patterns of a game 
without understanding it, he once wrote 
that computers could win some future 
nuclear war "on points . . . at the cost of 
every interest we have at heart." He con- 
jured up a nightmarish vision of a giant 
Computer printing out “WAR WON: 
ASSIGNMENT COMPLETED . , ." and then 
shutting itself down, never to be used 
ause there were no men left on 
earth to use it. 

Secretary of Defense Robert S. McNa- 
mara has hinted at similar worries in the 
years-long argument about our famous 
(but so far nonexistent) Nike-X missile- 
defense system, Neither full-fledged hawk 
nor dove, McNam: favors a leisurely 
ted building of Nike bases, He 
. to have some defense 
nst a possible Russian or Chinese 
llistic-missile attack, but he fears that 
an allout missile-building program will 
involve us in a ghastly game of nuclear 
leapfrog with the Soviets—the two sides 


d this gives them 
y. 


alternately jumping ahead of cach 
other in countermeasures and counter- 
countermeasures until the radioactive 


end. One trouble with missile and anti- 
missile systems, as McNamara once ex- 
presed it to a group of reporters, is that 
he bigger and more complex such sys- 
tems get, the more remote grows man’s 
control of them." In a nuclear-missile 
war, so many things would happen so 
fast, so much data would have to be in- 
terpreied in so limited а that hu- 
man brains could not possibly handle the 
job. The only answer for both the U.S. 
and Russia in a missile arms race would 
be g reliance on automatic 
control—in other words, on computers. 

The last war might, in fact, be a war 
It would be a coldly 


E 


na 


effi 


nt war, no doubt, A log 
Score 70.000.000 deaths for my side. 
megadeaths for your side; I'm 
your move. pal. How could we convey to 
the machines our totally illogical feelings 
about life and death? A country is made 
of people id the people 
may properly be give their lives 
for their country, yet а single human life 
is worth more than all the money in the 
world. Only the human brain is flexible 
enough to assimilate contradictions such 
as this without blowing a fuse, 

A large modern computer can literally 
perform more arithmetic in an hour 
than сап a football stadium full of 
human mathematicians in a lifetime, and 
it makes sense to ийм this lightning: 
fast electronic help in national defense. 

" said Norbert Wiener shortly be 


minds in the decision loop some 
„ if only at the last ‘yes’ or ^no." 
The U.S. Ballistic Missile Early 
Warning System (BMEWS) is ап exam- 
ple of the kind of setup that worried 
Wiener. Iis r eyes scan sky and 
space. Objects spotted up there are ana- 
lyzed automatically to determine whether 
or aren't enemy missiles. The 
compute 
stance of the objects, direction, check- 
off against known crafi—take place 
fractions of a second, far faster than 
human thought. И all works beaut 
fully most of the time, and this has led 
some enthusiasts to suggest going one 
step further in automation. “If BMEWS 
сап spot enemy missiles by itself,” they 
sty, “why not hook up one more wire 
and have BMEWS launch onr missiles?” 
But U.S. military chiefs have so far 
agreed with Norbert Wiener. There is 

subtlety in the human brain that no 
computer seems likely ever to duplicate. 


exploded into acion. 
а printer chattered, tape reels wh 
The officer gaped, horrified. The 
chine was signaling a massive missile 
attack 


we self-checking devices and 
"redundant" networks in the. BMEWS, 
as in amy other large computer. system, 
and the officer had no logicil reason to 
suspect a mechanical breakdown. There 
could be little doubt that the computer 
s actually reporting what its far-flung 
eyes saw. The officer's orders were 
л event like this, he must send 
ge that would mobilize military 
ns all over the United States. 
war was only minutes away. 
The officer hesitated. Questioned later, 
couldn't explain why. He could 
It didn't feel right." And he 
е other staff mem 
hed outdoors to 
t the cold, clear, starlit Arctic sky, 


he 
only say, 
gambled time to w 
bers. One of them d. 


look 


1 back. indoor: 


examined the comput- 


er's printout, conferred with the others 
antiseptic room 
the 


Standing there in th; 
full of shiny electronic equipment. 
small knot of men made what may h 
been the mest important decision 
the history of the world to date, They 
decided to wait. 

They waited 30 awful seconds. The 
missile attack came no close: 

The officer's feeling had been cor 
This was no missile attack. Unaccou 
bly, through a freakish tangle of circum- 
stances that should never have happened 
and could not have been predicted and 
was not Lully unraveled until weeks later, 
the computer and its eyes had locked 
onto something quite without menace: 
carth’s friendly companion and goddess 
of love, the moon. peacefully coming up 
over the horizon. If computers alone had 
handled the affair, the earth might now 
be a smoldering radioactive cinder. Be- 
cause of a man and his slow, strange 
hum brain and its unfarhomable 
intuition, we are all still here. 

When a computer makes a mistake, 
it's likely to be a big one. In a situation 
where à man would stop Hey, 
something's wrong!” the machine blindly 
rushes ahead because it lacks the man’s 
general awareness of what is and isn’t 
ple in that particular situation; 
such as the ime when a New York bank 
computer, supposed to issue a man a divi- 
dend check for 3162.40, blandly ma 
him one for $1,624,000; or the ink 
when a computer working for a publi 
g company shipped a Massachusetts 
ler six huge cartons пе 
h several hundred copies of the same 
book: or the time when an IBM machine 
was constructing a mathematical “model” 
of a new Air Force bomber that would 


h- 


fly automatically a few dozen feet 
off the ground. Halfway through the 
figuring, it became apparent that the 


computer was solemnly guiding its im- 
aginary aircraft along а course some five 
feet below the ground. (‘Goddamn it,” 
roared General Curtis LeMay at one of 
the scientists, "I asked for an airplane, 
not a plow! the time whe: 

Well, ev y makes 
is most 


mistakes. In 


worried about 


the 
BMEWS style. for the potential result of 
a mistake in this field is the end of the 
world. Fearful imaginings such as Fail- 
Safe have expressed this fear, and most 
U.S. military planners share the fear 
and are cautious in their approach to 
computers. But по such colossal dange 
haunts computer users in science and 
business; and in these two fields, the 
ib machines have been pushed 

мо all kinds of applications 
—some more sensible than others, A 
New York managementconsultant firm, 
McKinsey and Company, exhaustively 
studied computer installations in 27 big 
manufacturing companies four years ago 


“What have you got that's good?” 
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and found that only nine were getting 
enough benefits to make the machines 


pay. 


used for 
з а means 


ometimes computers are 
prestige purposes, sometimes 
of avoiding human responsibility," says 
computer consultant John Diebold. 
Diebold, at 41, is a millionaire and an 
mternationally sought-after expert on 
utomation" (a term he coined in the 
early 19505. "Scientists and executives 
have discovered that it's impress 
walk into a mecting with a ream of com- 
puter printout under your arm, The 
printout may be utter nonsense, but it 
looks good, looks exact, gives vou that 
secure, infallible (cling. Later. if the 
decision you were supposed to make or 
ihe theory you were propounding turns 
out to be wrong, you simply blame the 
computer or the man who programed it 
for you 
Professor David Johnson of the Uni- 
won is another well. 
n computer consultant who wor 
bout what he calls "the mindless ma- 
chines.” He is amused by the fact that 
his engineering. students seek status by 
using TBM cards as hookmarks—just as, 
20 years fom now. they will seek it by 
buying IBM machines for their compa- 
es computers for their 
ability nipulute and organize 
huge masses of data at huge speeds. 
But, “What the computer does.” he says, 
to allow us t0 believe in the myth of 


acts without 
excessive hesitation, as if it is sure, as if 
n who isn't su 


it knows. . .." A ma e can 
often make people think he is, simply by 
coming up with a bundle of fact: 
looking print-out. He hides his own bad 
brainwork, says Professor Johnson, by 
“sprinkling it with eau de computer." 
Worse, Profesor Johnson says, the 
growing availability ol computers tends 
to make some researchers im scientific 
institutions avoid problems that don't 
lend themselves to machine handling: 
Problems involving human values, prob- 
lems of morality and aesthetics, subile 
problems that can't be translated into. 
arithmetic and. punched into those neat 
itle snip.cornered cards—all these get 
left ou tions. The tendency 
is to wrench reality around and hammer 
t into a nice square shape so the inflexi- 
ble machines can sw Professor 
Johnson glumly cites the case of a 
computerdieaded robot recently devel- 
oped by a major agriculturalresearch 
center то pick tomatoes. It clanks along 
briskly, picking the juicy red fruits faster 
than a whole gang of human wor 
The only trouble is, its blind, clumsy 
fingers bicak the tomatoes’ skins. The 
agricultural scientists are now trying to 
solve the problem. By making the robot 
more gentle? No. by developing thicker- 
skinned tomatoes. 
“It simply isn't 
machines "clever, 


of the calcu! 


low it. 


Ts. 


accurate to call these 
"o says Robert Check, a 


chief of the West 


nghouse Tele-Computer 
Cemer near Pittsburgh. This is one of 
the biggest computer installations in 
the world, designed to handle Westing 
house's huge load of corporate clerical 
and accounting work, and it generates 
science-fictionish visions of an office of 
the (if the cliché may be pardoned) 
future. Is an entire modernistic building 
housing almost nothing but computing 
equipment. Clerks and secretaries who 
once populated it have been crowded 
out, and now it smells like the inside of 
а new car. Bob Cheek, a slight, mild 
man, looks small and lonely as he paces 
among the square whining monsters; 
and it is tempting to imagine that the 
machines have subjugated him аз their 


slave. Actually, he is lile more awed 
by this great aggregation of computing 
power than by an electric toaster. 
“Artificial intelligence?" he will say in 


response to the question he has heard 
too often. And he will look at his ma- 
chines, think of the man-hours required 
to make them work, take off his glasses, 
rub his weary eyes and chuckle sou 

Logician Richard Bloch is 
of high human intelligence. He learned 
chess at the age of three and is now, 
among other things. 
bridge player and a bi 
once tried to teach a Honeywell com- 
puter to play bridge. “The experiment 
gave me new respea for the human 
brain,” he recalls wryly. “The brain can 
act on insufficiente, disorganized data. A 
bridge novice can start to play—badly 
but not stupidly—after an hour or so of 
mediocre instruction. in a half-dru 
fou e. His br: i 
reaches conclusions nobody 
ever told it to reach. It can absorb badly 
thought-out, unspecific instructions such 
‘If your hand looks pretty good, bid 
such and such.’ What does ‘pretty good" 
mean? The brain can feel it out. Now, 
you take à computer—" 

Bloch pauses to chew moodily on his 
cigar. "A computer won't move unless 
you tell it every single step it must take, 
in excruciating detail. It took me more 
than a hundred pages of densely packed 


programing before I could even get the 
damned machine to make the fi 
Then | gave up." 

The fact is, human thinking is so 
velous and mysterious а process that 


there is really not much serious hope of 


ing it clectronically—at least, not 
in this century. Nobody even knows how 
the brain works. Back in the kite 19505, 
du ng gush of en- 
thu 


ng the first great soar 


Шуй dis tain улушу very 
1. very complex digital computer— 
by means of X trillion tiny onoroff 
switches. It ned only for IBM, 
Honeywell and Rem Rand to devise a 
monstrous milehigh machine with that 


sm: 


теша 


many switches (and somehow figure out 
a way to supply its enormous power necds 
nd somehow cool it so it wouldn't melt 
itself), and we'd have a full-fledged brai 
But this was only another case of 
wrenching reality around to fit machin- 
ery. There is no reliable evidence that 
the brain works like an EDP machine. In 
fact, evidence is now growing that the 
components of human thong 
ей mole- 
cules of RNA (ribonucleic acid), which 
1 process information by 
derstood four-letter 


basic 


in is uncanny. It pro 
grams itself. It asks itself questions and 
then. tells itself how to answer them. It 
steps outside itself and looks back inside. 
It wonders what "thinking" is 
No computer ever wondered about 
anything, “ICS the speed of computers 
Ise impression that they're 
s Reed Roberis, an auto- 
mation expert who works for a New 
York managementconsultant firm, Rob- 
ext Sibson Associates. "Once a man has 
told a machine how to process a set of 
data, the machine will do the job faster 
than the man’s brain could; so fast, in 
fact, that you're tempted to suspect the 
machine has worked out short cuts on 
its own. Tt hasn't. It has done the job in 
precisely the way it was told, showing no 
originality whatever.” 
For instance, you can program a ma- 
chine to add the digits of cach number 
from I to 10,000 and name every num- 
ber whose digits add up to 9 or a mult 
ple of 9. The machine will print out a list 


nstantly—9, 18, 27—acting as though it 
has gone beyond instructions and 
Cleverly figured out a short cut. This is 


the way a man would tackle the prob- 
lem. Instead of routinely adding the 
digits of every number from 1 to 10,000, 
he'd look for a formula. His br 
gener Every time you multiply a 
number by 9, the result is a number 
whose digits add up to 9 or a multiple of 
9. Therefore, I can do my assignment 
quickly just by listing the multiples of 9 

d ignoring all other numbers.” Is th 
what the computer did? No. With blind- 
ing speed but monumental stupidity. it 
laboriously wied every number, from 1 
to 10,000, one by on 

In this example lies one of the main 
differences between thought and EDP. 
The human brain collects specific bits of 
data and makes generalizations out of 
them. organizes them into patterns. EDP 
works the other way around. A human 
programmer starts the machine out by 
giving it generalizations— problem solving 
methods or i and the ma- 
chine blindly applies these to specific 
data. 

It is by no means easy to program a 
computer, and one of the great problems 
of the 19605 is a severe shortage of 


n would 


ге: 


f 


people who know how to do it. There 
are now some 150,000 professional pro- 
E 1s in the couniry, and. computer 
owners are pitifully crying for at least 
75.000 more. One estimate is that 500,000, 
all told, will be needed by the early 
1970s. 

The shortage is understandable. Com- 
puter programing, is self-inflicted torture 
The problem is to make a mindless ma- 
chine behave rationally. Before you cin 
tell the machine how to solve a problem, 
you must first figure out how your own 
Drain solves it—every step, every detail. 
You watch your brain as it effortlessly 
snakes its way along some line of reason- 
ing that loops back through itself, and 
then you try to draw a diagram showing 
how your brain did it, and you discover 
that your brain couldn't possibly have 
done it—yet you know it did. And there 
sits the computer. Ш you can't explain to 
yourself, how are you ever going to 
explain to it? 

Aptitude tests for would-be program- 


mers contain questions that begin, “If 
John is thee years older than Магу 
would have been if she were three and a 
half times as old as John was when. . . ." 


This is the kind of human thought that 
must precede the switching on of a com- 
puter. The machine can't add two plus 
two unless there are clev ient 
human brains to guide it. And even 
then it can’t: All it can do is add one 
and one and one and one and come 
up with the instantaneously, of 
course. No computer can multiply: all 
it can do is add, by ones, too fast for 
human conception. Nor can any com- 
puter divide; it can only subtract, again 


by ones. Feed it problems in square 
Tools, cube roots, prime numbers, co 
plex mathematical computations with 


mile-long formulas—it can solve them all 


h incredible rapidity. How? Essen- 
tially, by adding or subtracting one, as 
required, as often as required, to comi 


t once with an accurate answer 
might take a team of mathematicians a 
thousand years to obrain—and another 
thousand to check for accuracy. It never 
invents its own mathematical short cuts. 
I it uses short cuts, they must be in- 
vented and. programed into it by human 
thinkers. 

A computers only mental process is 
the ability to distinguish berween is and 
isn't—the presence or absence of a 
electric current, the this way or that way 
of a magnetic field. In terms of human 
thought, this kind of distinction can be 
conceived as one and zero, yes and по. 
The machine can be made to perform 
binary arithmetic, which has a radix 
(base) of 2 instead of our familiar 10 and 
which is expressed with only two digits, 
1 and 0. By stringing together yeses and 
поез in appropriate patterns, the machine 
can also be made to manipulate logical 
concepts such as “and,” “or,” "except 
when,” “only when,” and so on. 
won't manipulate anything un- 
less a man tells it how. Honeywell, whose 


aggressive EDP division has recently 
risen to become the nation’s second- 
biggest computer maker, conducts a 


monthly programing seminar in a Boston 
suburb for top executives of its customer 
companies to help them understand what 
their EDP boys are gibbering about. The 
executives learn how to draw a “flow 
chart,” agonizingly breaking down a 
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problem-solving method into its smallest 
steps. They translate this flow chart into 
а set of instructions in a special, rigid, 
stilted English. (ores INPUT OMAST 
INVCKD. OPEN OUTPUT NMAST INVLST) 
They watch a girl type out this semi 

ish version on a Kcy-punch machine, 
h codes words and numbers in the 
form of holes punched into cards. These 
cards are fed into the computer, and 
another translation takes place. A canned 


"compiler" program (usually fed into 
hine from a magnetictape unit) 
interpreter, translates the 


to logical statements in 
y arithmetic. The computer finally 
t the novice programmers have 
told it to do—if they've told i 
right way. The machine undc 

solutcly no deviati 
Leave out so ch as а com- 
and it will either stop dead or go 
haywire. (At Cape Kennedy recently. 
a computerguided rocket headed for 
Brazil instead ol outer space because 
a programmer had left out а hyphei 
ly, the executives head back to 
Boston's Logan International Airport, 
soothe their tired brains with ethyl 
alcohol with an olive or a twist, and 
morosely agree that nobody is so 
tractably, so maddeningly dense as i 
computer. 

But they we glad to have 1 
They've made a start toward 
what gocs on inside those strange square 
machines in the plant basement; and 
with that knowledge, they'll have a de- 
ase against a Machiavellian new kind 
of holdup that their Honeywell instruc- 
tors have warned them about. It has 
happened more and more often and 
recently happened in one of the country's 
biggest publishing houses. Almost all the 


comp: rk was computer- 
ized: пр, bookkeeping, 
payroll. With the corporate neurons thus 


inextricably tangled into the computer, 
the chief. programmer went to the presi- 
dent and smilingly demanded that his 
salary be doubled. The president fired 
him on the spot—and shortly afterward 
realized the full enormity of what he had. 
done. Nobody in the company, nobody 
n the whole world except the chief 
programmer knew what went on in the 
computer or how to make it do its work. 
‘The programs were too complex—and 
the computer, having no intelligence, 
could offer no explanations. As the hor- 
ried president now discovered, it was 
not truc (as he had boasted) that a mar- 
velous machine was running his com- 
pany's paperwork. The cleverness hadn't 
been in the machine but in the brain of 
a man. With the man gone, the machine 
t a pile of cold metal. The com. 
pany nearly foundered in the ensuing 
year while struggling to unravel the mess. 
Compu are that way: They absorb 


was 


150 credit for human devernes. Often а 


computerized operation will seem to go 
much more smoothly than it did in the 
old eyeshade-and-ledger days and the 
feeling will grow that the machine itself 
smoothed things out. What has really 
happened, however, is that the availabil- 
ity of the computer has forced human 
programmers to think logically about the 
operation and make it straightforward 
enough for the machine to handle. Pro- 
fessor David Johnson recalls a time when 
a company called him in to program an 
accounting operation for a computer. In 
previous years, this operation had taken. 
hwo men ten months to perform by hand 
and brain. Johnson drew his flow charts, 
saw wa 


ith 


n ope ed that one 
» could do it in two days with a desk 
calculator. The company promptly aban- 
doned its dreams of. EDP—but if it had 
used a computer as planned, the ma- 
chine rather than the programmer would 
doubtless have been showered with 
praise for the new simplicity. 

Computers have been given credit for 
many things they haven't done. Even 
more, they've been given credit Гог 
ihings they were going to do in the 
future, The loudest crescendo of com- 
puter prognostications occurred in the 
late 1950s. Future-gazers went wild with 
enthusiasm. Soon, they said, computers 
would manskue languages, write superb 
music, run libraries of information, be- 
come chess champions. Ah, those fantas- 
tie machines! Unfortunately, the whole 
history of computers—going all the way 
hack to the pioneering Charles Babbage 
in the 19th Century—has been a series 
of manicdepresive cycles: early wild 
enthusiasm, followed by unexpected difli- 
culties, followed by puzzled disappoint- 
ment and silence. 

Music? An amiable profesor at the 
University of Illinois, Lejaren Hiller, Jr., 
has programed a machine to write music. 
One of the machine's compositions is the 
Iliac Suite. Says Hiller: Critics have 
found it—er—intercstin 

Ches? A computer 
engaged in a longdi 
one at Stanford Univer ‹ 
The match began у. with both 
machines making what for humans would 
be odd mistakes. Everybody concerned 
now seems somewhat embarrassed. Stan- 
ford's Professor of Computer Science 
John McCarthy, when asked recently 
how the game was going, said: "I have 
decided to put off any further interviews 
until the match is over. 
паке languages? There's some 
thing about human speech that comput- 
ers just don't seem to get. It isn't rigid 
or formal enough; it’s too subtle, too 
idiomatic. An IBM computer once trans- 


m 


is now 


Russia 


lated “out of sight, out of mind" from 
English «o Russian and back to English. 
The phrase returned to English as 
“blind, insane. 


ion? "We don't 


know a good enough way to make a 
computer look up facts,” says Honeywell 
programing researcher Roger Render. 
He leans forward abruptly and jabs a 
прег at you. “Who wrote Ivanhoe?” he 
ks. You say, “Walter Scott." Bender 
says, “How did you know? Did you 
laboriously sort through books in your 
memory until you came to Ivanhoe 
No. And how did you even know it 
was à book? You made the connections 
instantly, and ave don't know how." 

Superbrains? Dr. Hubert L. Dreyfus, 
profesor of philosophy at the Massa- 
chuseus Institute of Technology, recently 
published a paper called “Alchemy and 
Artificial Intelligence." In it, he expresses 
amusement at the prognosticators’ claim 
that today's computers are “first steps” 
mate. smarter-than-huma 
brain. The claim, he says makes him 
think of a man climbing a tree, shout- 
g. “Hey, look at me, I'm taking the 
fist steps toward reaching the moon! 
In fact, says Professor Dreyfus, computers 
don't and can't approximate human 
intelligence. They aren't even in thc 
same league. 

Honeywell's Roger Bender agrees. 
"We once 1 a situation. where we 
wanted a machine to take a long list of 
numbers and find the highest number, 
he recalls, seem to 
you like an easy problem? Kids in first 
grade do it. Nobody has to tell them 
how. You just hand them a list and they 
look at the numbers and pick the high- 
est. Of all the simple-minded. Well, 
it just shows what you have to go through 
with compute 

In this case, а programmer 
figure out how he himself would 
such a problem. He told the machi 
“Start with the first number and go down 
the List until you come to a number that's 
higher. Store that number in memory. 
Continue until you find a still higher 
number," and so on. The last number 
stored would obviously (obviously to a 
umber on 


tried to 
«е 


The machine imbibed its instructions, 
hummed for a while and stopped. Iv 
produced no answer 
baffling,” says Bender. "No- 
body knew what the trouble was, until 
someone happened to glance down the 
list by eye. Then the problem became 
apparent. By great bad luck, it turned 
out. 
the first number. The computer simply 
couldn't figure out what to do about it." 
Consultant John Diebold says: "Com- 
puters are enormously useful as long as 
you can predict in advance what the 


e highest number on the list was 


ti 
problems are going to be. But when 
something unexpected happens, the only 
computer in the world that’s going to do 
you any good is tke funny litle one 
beneath your scalp.” 


ids to choose from, the fact 
s buy more Cutty Sark than 


WI 


Whisky. Cutty Sark is “from 


Scotland's be: lleries”and the No.1 reason 
is in the bottle. Why not try Cutty Sark yourself? 


‘The Buckingham Corporation, Importers « New York, N.Y. Distilled and Bottled in Scotland + Blended 86 Proof 
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english bunt bpeakpast continued from page 90) 


does this), Cut kidneys іп half length- 
wise. Remove white membrane in center, 
using scissors. Cut kidneys crosswise 
into | thick slices. Heat oil and 
butter in saucepan until butter melts. 
Add kidneys amd sauté until they lose 
their raw color. Add shallots and stir 
well Sauté | minute longer. Add ma- 
deira and cog blaze. Com 
bine chicken brorh 1 blender. 
Spin Pour 
chicken broth into pan bring 
10 a boil, stirring frequently, 
flame and simmer 10 minutes. 
lemon juice, Worcestershire sauce 
Pickapeppa sauce. Season with salt 
pepper to гаме. IH desired. 14 Ib. sliced, 
awtécd h mushrooms may be added 
idneys. Kidneys are one of the variety 
that some brunchmen love and 
from which others shy. They should 
always be offered as one of several choices: 
at the breaklast board. 


ac and ser 
d flou 


blender about seconds, 


та slow 


Reduce 
Add 


DEVILED 


IEASANT LEGS 


12 pheasant legs or 6 legs and thighs 
Salad. oil 

Salt, pepper 

2 tablespoons prepared. mustard 
spoon dry English mustard 
anchovy paste 

1 crumbs 


Pheasant "legs" frequently mean legs 
and second joints or thighs; in other 
words, the dark meat of the bird, rather 
than the breast mea. If pheasant i 
tough, the legs should be boiled until 
tender, rather than roasted as below. For 
hosts without pheasants, chicken legs 
and thighs are a pleasant. substitute at a 


Preh 2 
salad oil and sprinkle with salt 


at oven at 350°. Brush legs with 
за pep- 


bout 40 min- 


per. Roast in shallow pan 
ues or until 
both sides. Remove from oven 
sure, Combine 


tender, tur once to 


brown о! 


and cool to 


ют tempe 
two kinds of mustard 
mixing well Brush legs with mus 
mixture; then dip imo bread cur 
coating well. Sprinkle lightly with salad 
oil. Preheat broiler flame. Place legs in 
greed shallow pan. Broil, turning once, 
browning well on both sides. Offer a 
iceboat of bottled deviled sua 


1 anchovy paste, 
wd 
bs, 


CREAMED НАМ AND MUSHROOMS 


2 cups diced cooked ham 
3 tablespoons butter 

4 lb. fresh mushrooms, sliced 
tablespoon finely minced shallots or 
onion 

3 tablespoons dry white wine 

1 cup chicken broth, canned or [resh 


“By George, I do believe we've hit it this time. 


ГА 


% cup light cream 
3 tablespoons flow 
1 cup diced pimiento 
1 tablespoon finely minced. p 
14 teaspoon Tabasco sauce 
t white pepper 

Melt butter in large saucepan: 
mushrooms and shallots and аш 
until mushrooms are tender. Continu 
simmer until most of the liquid in the 
pan has evaporated. Add ham and wine 
to pan and stir well. Put chicken broth, 
cream and flour in blender. Spin blender 
10 seconds. Add broth to p 
bring to a boil. Reduce Il 


Add 
slowly 


10 


10 minutes, stirring. frequently. Add. pi- 
d. salt 


miento, parsley, Tabasco sauce i 
and pepper to taste. Best results 
tained if cooked ham on the bone, 
than canned ham, is used. Creamed ham 
and mushrooms may be served on toast, 
in a patty shell or—most likely at br 
Tast—as a garnish for scrambled eggs. 


LOBSTER CUTLEIS 


3 902 packages frozen lobster tails 
14 cup butter 
1 small green pepper. finely minced 


1 medium-size onion, finely minced 
2 tablespoons finely minced celery 


Flour 

1 cup hot milk 

1 waspoon Dijon mustard 

2 tablespoons finely minced fresh dill 

Salt, pepper 

2 cays 

Salad ой 

Bread Gumbs 

Boil Jobster. following directions on 
package. Reserve 1 cup of il Lin 
which the lobster was boiled. Remove 
lobster meat from and но 
very small dice. Meh butter in heavy 
stucepan, Add green pepper. оп 
clay | and sauté slowly u 
onion is tender, not brown. Remove from 
flame 2 flour, blendi 
у well. Slowly add hor milk and 1 cup. 
of reserved lobster. stock, 2 well 
Кеши 10 a moderate Паше and simmer, 
stirring frequently, about 3 
Sauce will be very thick. Remove from 
fame and add Jobster, mustard. and dill, 
mixing well. Season generously. with salt 
and pepper. Chill in refrigerator, over 
night if possible. Divide mixture imo 12 
portions. Shape into round flat cakes or 
into Sshaped cutlets, for which there is a 
special tin mold. Beat eggs with 9 te 
spoons oil Dip cutlets into flour first, 
then into egg mixture and finally into 
bread Crumbs, coating thoroughly at 
cach чер. Pour oil 10 а depth of % in. 
in electric skillet. Heat oil to 370°. Fry 
cutlets, turning once to brown on both 
sides. 

Tallyho and hearty appetite! 


liqu 


shells 


on and 


aves 


ad stir 


B 


minutes, 


Listen to the original Mennen theme “Brace Yourself” by Sid Ramin on Ç Records. 


f 


м С NNEN 
win 
ES 


No purchase required. Void where prohibited by law. 


| Look for ree entry blanks and rules 
q in stores where these swingin’ 
® Mennen products are sold, 


Never gotoa 
bachelor’s pad 


alone 


Especially if she has roommates. Bachelor with the taste even roommates can’t argue about: either 
gals get nervous when an available male walks in, empty- they like it or they love it. So you end up with a roomful 
handed. But come up with a bottle of White Horse and— of purting girls, Good Guys all. Works іп a pad. Works 
thank you—you'te welcome, Good Guy! It's the Scotch in a pub. Because— 


The Good Guys are always on the White Horse 


TO OROER SET OF 6 GOOD GUYS GLASSES AS SHOWN (WHEREVER LEGALLY PERMISSIBLO SEND 35 CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO 
WHITE HORSE, DEPT, 1-4, P.O. BOX 16F. MT. VERNON, N.Y. 10559/BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY B6 PROOF—BROWNE-VINTNERS CO... N.Y. 
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Missouri Synods, agreed that churches 
should be taxed. Bishop Pike's own de- 
ation, the Episcopal Church, was 
closer to the Lutherans, with 40 percent 
sympathizing with taxation of churches. 
Younger clergy tend to have this sym- 
thy more than do older clergy. For ex- 
ample, 70 percent of the Presbyterians 
under age 35 agreed with dhe statement 
of sympathy, as compared with 51 per 
cent of the Presbyterian ministers over 
55 who did not. However, such 
differences ате not equally dramatic in 
all denominations; among the Missouri 
Synods, for instance, older clergy are 
somewhat more likely to agree with taxa- 
tion of churches than are younger clergy. 
It should be made clear that sympathy 
with the position that tax exemption for 
churches should be eliminated does not 
necessirily constitute commitment to the 
position. In fact, if Congress were seri 
ously entertaining tax reform and the full 
financial implications of such reform 
were realized, this sympathy might van- 
ish very quickly. On the other hand, if 
the facts were more widely known, sym- 
pathy might be molded imo commit- 
ment, We know, for example, that open 
discussion of racial injustice in our cul- 
ture has had the effect of making the 
clergy, as a group, the strongest sup- 
porters of social justice. 
Јесу К. Hadden, Ph.D 
Associate Professor of Sociology 
Western Reserve University 
Cleveland, Ohio 


SUICIDE AND CIVIL LIBERTIES 
rLAYBOY'S editors and readers have 
said a great deal in The Playboy Forum 
about the right of the individual to do 
whatever he wi he doesn’t 
harm оп ted ош how 
unjust and insane it is to have the police 
waste their time hounding harmless indi- 
viduals while the rate of real crimes is 
continually rising. On all of the issues 
you have raised, I agree; but I would 
like to air another, very personal issu 
the rights of the potential suicide. 
Attempted suicide is а crime in many 
states. What this means was brought 
home to me two years ago, when I tried. 
10 cop out via a bottle of sleeping pills. 
My husband came home before I was 
dead and rushed me to a hospital. As you 
can imagine, my mental state was not 
much better when I woke up the follow- 
ing morning than it had been when I 
swallowed the pills. In 
psychiatrists, two ministers, 
love and the kindness of several fri 
10 bring me back to sanity. Meanwhile, 
1 was being continually harmed. not 


As soon as I was released from the 
hospital, two policemen very politely re- 
any them to the 
оп house to "talk" about the inci- 


(continued from page 37) 


dent. When we got there, however, they 
proceeded 10 book me for the felony of 
auempted suicide. I spent the night in 
jail, and my husband was told that he 
couldn't sec me until nine the next morn- 
ing. He arrived at exactly nine, but the 
police broke their promise and wouldn't 
let us talk. My husband went and рога 
lawyer, who secured my rele 

While battling to regain my sanity in 
the following months, I had the extra 
burden of incessant suspense, waiting to 
sce what further action the police would 
take. Things were not helped by the fact 
that a very private letter had been re- 
moved from my purse while I was in 
custody. My lawyer got the letter back, 
but warned me that a photostat might 
have been made. This haunted me and, 
at timi worry about 

Today 1 am mentally sound again, but 
my sanity is certainly not the result of 
our laws or of the way our police enforce 
them. 1 am writing this letter because I 
know there are many others who will 
come to the edge of suicide, as I did, 
and who will encounter there not thc 
sympathy and help that they need but, 
inst a harassment that can push 
them back to the edge again and. perhaps 

© them over it. 

Certainly, the police have the right 
and the duty to prevent suicides. Once 
is done, however, they should be 
removed from such cases entirely, and 
only qualified psychiatrists, dergymen or 
social workers should deal with the 
shattered human beings who feel so 
alone and frightened as to want to cs- 
cape from the world entirely. The police 
should not be allowed to put further 
pressure on such a person. 

(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


DEATH FOR RAPE 

Reading the “Death for Каре” letters 
in the July Playboy Forum, 1 was sur- 
(d that none of the letter writers 
опей a conspicuous aspect of this 
matter: The death penalty for rape (as 
well as for kidnaping) not only does not 
deter the crime but actually encourages 
the perpetrator to compound it, The 
rapist (or kidnaper), if he considers 
the penalty at all, will recognize that he 
faces death for simple rape (or kidnap- 
ing), with the victim surviving to identi- 
fy him. If he provides an added measure 
of personal security by killing the victim, 
the penalty cannot be cased. Why, 
then, should he hesitate to kill? Fortu- 
nately for society, criminals do not usual- 
such contemplation while 
ts of desperation 
the criminal normally be- 
illustrated by two men from 
nd who are now in death row 
at New Hampshire State Penitentiary, 
condemned to the gallows for homicide. 


They murdered their victim in Nashua, 
New Hampshire, after kidnaping him in 
their home state, which has no death 
penalty. They actually had to cross two 
state lincs in order to qualify themselves 
for the rope. 

Some дегег: 


n A. Bennett 
Lexington, Massachusetts 
There are cases similar to that of the 
Rhode Islanders. Irrational behavior such 
as this—together with the fact that states 
without the death penalty have lower 
homicide rates than states with this “de- 
terrent”—has led psychiatrists to con- 
jecture that many potential murderers 
have a tendency to suicide. If this theory 
is correct, then the death penalty, with 
its assurance of self-destruction, can 
actually incite to murdes 


Recent Playboy Forum letters on capi- 
tal punishment and rape raise an intcr- 
esting question. The attitude that rape 
on the same level with murder is akin 
to the warped thinking of the rapist 
himself, in that it abnormally overem- 
phasizes sex. And, of course, it is pre- 
cisely this attitude that makes rape so 


traumatic for the victim. Rape, actually, 
is not at all similar to murder; it is an 
offense of roughly the same sort as assault 


and battery. The victim of nonsexual 
violence endures similar terror and pain, 
together with emotional aftereffects; if 
the victim of rape suffers more intensely, 
it is only in proportion to the degree that 
shame and fear dominate her attitude 
toward sex. 

Clarence Darrow once commented 
that it is almost impossible to win an ac 
quittal a child-rape case. This is be- 
cause the jury overreacts emotionally to 
the cime, looks for a scapegoat, fin 
опе set up by the prosecution and г 
fuses to listen to the evidence. This is 
true to some extent суеп when the vic 
and, for this reason, 
е of an innocent man's being 
icted of rape is much higher than 
the case with burglary, grand larceny, 
battery and other crimes that evoke less 
emotional reactions. 

For these reasons, the death penalty 
п rape cases; but, alas, for 
the same reasons, it is unlikely to be 
discontinued in the near future. 

Mary Johnson 
Los Angeles, California 


CASTRATION FOR RAPE 

I agree with Thomas Rogers (The 
Playboy Forum, April) about one thing: 
"The death penalty is a disproportionate- 
ly severe punishment for the crime of 
rape. But other punishments are ineffec- 
because of their comparative mild- 
ness—all, that is, except one: castration. 

No other punishment so perfectly fits 
the crime. For not only will the emas- 
culated rapist never again be able to re- 
peat his crime, but other potential rapists, 
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aware of what awaits them if convicted, 

will be so effectively deterred that the 

crime of rape will be reduced almost to 
nction. 


(Name withheld by request) 
New York. New York 

Psychiatrists reject this proposal be- 
cause rape is the act of a sadist, not of a 
normal man with an excess of sexual 
energy. What needs to be changed is his 
mental attitude, not his ability to have an 
erection: the average rapist isa man who 
will walk past a house of prostitution, or 
leave а loving wife at home. to force 
himself on a frightened and unwilling 
victim, because the creation of terror and. 
the use of violence are the real gratifica- 
tions that he seeks. 

Clinical evidence that castra: 
lion is 100-percent effective in reducing 
erectile potency only if performed before 
puberty. When the operation is per 
formed on adults, their ability t0 have an 
erection. frequently will not wane for 
some time, often nol for years. Whether 
or not the castrated rapist retains his 
potency, the desired results are seldom 
achieved: If he is made impotent, he 
often. shifts to nonsexual and therefore 
more bizarre forms of assault; if he re- 
mains potent, he becomes more vicious 
ош of a desire for revenge against so- 
ciety. These conclusions have emerged 
from several attempts in various nations 
10 employ this dubious “remedy,” begin- 


shows 


ning as early as 1889. 

To assume, finally, that castration 
would serve as a deterrent is to assume 
that the rapist has a rational mind. Many 
rapists act in what psychiatrists call a 
fugue state—scarcely aware of what 
they ате doing, much less of what the 
consequences of their behavior will be. 
Cruel and unusual punishments will no 
more stop them than will eloquent 
preachments, “Rape will be reduced al- 
most to extinction” only when a truly 
rational society is evolved, їп which 
children’s sexual attitudes are not dis- 
омей. Meanwhile, the only humane way 
society can protect itself from the rapist 


is to confine him. and the only humane 
cure society has devised for the rapist— 
imperfect as it may be—is psychotherapy. 


“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor- 
tunity for an extended dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh 
M. Hefners continuing editorial series, 
The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet 
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy,” 
including installments 1-7. 8-12, 15-18 
and 19-22, are available at 506 per book- 
let. Address all correspondence on both 
“Philosophy” and The 
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 М. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ilinois 60011. 


arum" lo: 


“Wonderful news, Peter! There's going 
to be another Crusade!" 
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attempts to forge a peaceful foreign poli- 
cy, as exemplified by his signing of the 
Nuclear Test Ban Treaty, they found that 


both of these groups had a vital 
changing U.S. foreign policy— 
1 on the part of the 
ary rightists and both ideologica 
and personal with the anti-Castro exiles. 
many of whom felt they would never sce 
their homes again if Kennedy's policy of 
détente. was allowed to succeed. The 
CIA was involved with both of these 
groups. In the New Orleans area, where 
the conspiracy was hatched, the CIA 


ning a mixed bag of Minutem: 
an exiles and other antiCasuo ad- 
venturers north of Lake Pontchartrain 
for a foray into Cuba and an а 


n attempt on Fidel Castro, David Fer- 
who operated on the 
level of the ulirarightists, was deeply 
involved in this ейоп. The CIA itself 
apparently did not take the detente 


involved in collecting guns a 
ition for the underground—and Mi- 
nd New Orleans, where most of the 
as going on. But then, Kenne- 
dy, who had signed a secret agreement 
with Khrushchev alter the Missile Cr 
pledging not to invade Cuba if Russia 
would seftpedal Castro's subversive 
ivities in the Americas, began to crack 
п on CIA operations against Cuba. 
As a result, on July 31, 1963, the FBI 
raided the headquarters of the group of 
Cuban exiles and Minutemen training 
north of Lake Pontchartrain and con- 
fiscated all their guns and ammunition 
— despite the fact that the operation had 


have sealed Ke 
fall of 1963, Kennedy's pl 


n for a dé- 


tente with Cuba was in high gear. 
Ambassador William Attwood, a close 
personal friend of the late President, 


recounts t thaw in U. S.C 
tions was definitely in the works at this 
time and “the President more than the 
State Department was interested in ех. 
ploring the [С ] overture.” One of 
the intermediaries Бе Castro. and 
Kennedy was the television. com. 
mentator Lisa Howard. who met secretl: 
with Ernesto Che Guevara to prepare 
peace terms between the U. $. and Cas 
d was arranging а com 
edy and 
a when the President was shot 
. In a United Nations speech on 
October 7, 1963, Adlai Stevenson set 
forth the possibility of a termination of 
ies between the two counties, 


and on November 19th, Presidential aide 
McGeorge Bundy, who was acting as 
intermediary in the secret discussion 
told Ambassador Attwood that the Presi 
dent wanted to discuss his plans for a 
Cuban-Americ détente in depth with 
him right after “a brief trip to. Dallas” 
‘The rest is history. One of the wo heads 
of state involved in negotiating that di- 
tente is now dead, but the survivor, F 
del Castro, said on November 23rd that 
the assassination was the work of “ele 
meus in the U.S. opposed. to peace: 
and the Cuban Foreign Ministry ойе. 
ly charged that “the Kennedy 
iion was a provocation against world 
peace perfectly and minutely prepared 
by the most reactionary sectors of the 
United States.” Мом Ате 
ime, myself included, 1 
just Communist propaganda. But Castro 
knew what he was talking about. A few 
wecks after the asasination, the Cull 
ambassador to the UN, Dr. Carlos Le 
istructed by Cas 
formal discussions” in the he 
"dys peace plan would be 
on by his succesor. Ambassador 
Atwood writes that “I informed Bundy 
and later was told that the Cuban. exer 
se would be put on ice for a while 
which it and where it has been ever 
since.” The assassins had achieved their 
im. 
PLAYBOY: "his is interesting speculation, 
but isn’t that all it isspeculation? 
GARRISON: No, because we know cnough 
about the key individuals involved in the 
conspiracy—Latins and Americans alike 
—to know uat this was their motive for 
the murder of John Kennedy. First of all, 
you have to understand the mentality of 
these people. Take the Cuban exiles in- 
volved; hi 
vived the Bay of Pigs, who for yc 
been whipped up by the CIA 
frenzy of anti Castro hawed and who had 
in 


was o 10 


re men, some of whom sur 


s had 


nto a 


been solemnly assured by Ameri 
telligence agencies that they were going 
to liberate their homeland with American 
support. They had one disappointme 
after the Bay of Pigs debacle. 


nothei 


the failure to invade Cuba during the 
Missile Crisis, the effective crushing of 
their underground in Guba by Castro's 


secret. police. But they kept on. hoping. 
the CIA kept fanning their hopes. 
Then they listened to Kennedy's famous 
speech at American University on June 
10, 1963, where he really kicked ой the 
new drive for a détente, and they heard 
the President of the county in which 
they'd placed all their hope saying we 
must make peace with the Communists 
since "we both breathe the same air" 
Well. this worries them, but the CIA con 
tinues financing and training their under. 
ground cadres, so there is still hope. And 
then suddenly. in the late summer ol 
1963, the CIA is forced. by Presidential 
pressure to withdraw all funds and 
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assistance from the Cuban exiles. Think 


of the impact of this, particularly on the 
group here in New Orleans, which had 
ained for months to make an 


оп attempt on Castro and then 
self coolly jettisoned by its bene- 


- 
When it factors in Washington. These adventurers 
S were worked up to a fever pitch 
A 


1 
when the hdrew its support 


nd 
they couldn't fight Castro, they picked 
a matter their next victim—John F. Kennedy. 
That, in a nutshell. is the genesis of the 
assassination. President Kennedy died 


because he wanted peace. 

of taste PLAYBOY: How many people do you claim 
were involved in this alleged conspiracy? 
GARRISON: Too many for their own se- 
curity. If they had let fewer men in on 


ask for the plot, we might never have stumbled 


onto it. But let me add one additional 
point hare: The brief account Гуе just 
given you shouldn't be construed to ind 


cate that any of the legitimate 
Castro organizations were involved in 
the assa —or that all Minutemen 


were implicated. Nor should the fact 


? Е Е that there was а conspiracy from the para- 
EDU } G 0 R G н 
= س ڪڪ‎ » 


and "left," which is esse ly an eco- 


nomic definition, has little validity as a 
ls 


description of those fanatic war low 
who were ready to assassinate a Pres 
dent because he worked for peace. If you 
go far enough to either extreme of the 
political spectrum, Communist or fascist, 
you'll find hard-eyed men with guns who 
believe that anybody who doesn't think 
as they do should be incarcerated or 
exterminated. The assassination was less 
an ideological exercise than the frer 
revenge of a sick element in our society 
оп a man who exemplified health and 
decency. 

PLAYBOY: You've 
the alleged conspiracy as you see it. Will 
you now tell us how it was carried out— 
and by whom? 

GARRISON: 1 won't be able to name 
names in all instances, because we're 
building cases against a number of the 
s involved. But ГИ give you a 
brief sketch of how the conspiracy was 
organized, and then роли by point we 
cin go into the participants we know 
about so far and the role we believe 
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jeopardizing the investigation. But there 
are many pieces of the jigsaw puzzle stiil 
missing. Not one of the conspirators has 
confessed his guilt, so we don’t yet havean 
_| | “inside” view of all the pre-assassination 


planning. In order to fill in these gaps 
for you, FII have to indulge in a bit 
formed deduction and surmise. It 
may sound melodramatic, but you сап 
best envisage the plot as a spider's web. 
At the center sit the organizers of the 
operation, men with close ties to 0.5 


d wesiern-European intelligence agen- 
cies. One of them is a former associate of 
Jack Ruby in gu activities 


and a dedicated 1 1 close contact. 
with neo-fascist movements in Great Brit 
» С y. France and Italy. Radiat- 
ng out from these key men, the stands 
of the web include а motley group of 
political adventurers united only in che 
detestation of Kennedy and thei 
tion to the reversal of his foreign policy. 
Onc such man was David Ferrie. Another 
member of this group is an individual 
who deliberately impersonated Lee Os- 
wald before the assassination in order to 
incriminate him; we believe we know 
y bout whom 
we have cvidence indicating that they 
helped supply weapons to the plotters, 
were the rightwing extremists I men- 
ned carlier who broke off from a Га 
ic pa tary group because it w: 
becoming “too liberal.” Alo involved is 
а band of апі: Сато adventurers who 
functioned on the second, or “operative, 
level of the conspiracy. Thess men i 
dude two Cuban exiles, one of whom 
failed a liedercctor test when he denied 
Knowing in advance that Kennedy was 
going to be killed or having seen the 
weapons to be used in the assa 
and a number of men who fired at the 
President from three directions on No. 
vember 22nd. The link between the 
"command" level and the Cuban exiles 
м: amorphous group called the Е 
Cuba Committee, which with CIA sanc- 
tion had begun u B north of Lake 
Pontchartrain for ai at- 
tempt оп Fidel Castro, as I mentioned 
avlicr. Jt was this group that was raided 
by the FBI on July 31st, 1963, and tem- 
porarily put out of commission, Our in- 
formation indicates that it was shortly 
alter this setback that the group switched 
direction and decided to assassinate John 
Kennedy instead of Fidel Castr 
the “betrayal” of the Bay of Pigs disaster. 
Thats it in a nutshell, but I think the 
development of the conspiracy will be- 
come clearer if you ask me one by one 
about the iduals involved 

PLAYBOY: All right, lets begin with Cla 
E What was his role in the alleged 
conspiracy? 


assination 


GARRISON: id I can't comment 
even ii ferent ything pei 


хо the evidence against Mr. Shaw, 
he’s fai al in my jurisdictio; 
n you answer a ch 


al Ramsey Clark an- 
nounced that Shaw “was included in an 
investigation in November and Decem- 
ber of 1963 and on the evidence that the 
FBI has, there was no connection found 
between Shaw and the Presidents assas- 
sination.” Why do you challenge the 
Attorney General's statement? 

GARRISON: Because it was not wue. The 
FBI did not clear Clay Shaw alter the 
assassination. You don't have to take my 
word for it; The New York Times report- 
ed on June third that “The Justice De- 
partment said today th New 
Orleans businesman, was not investigat- 
ed by the Federal Bureau of Investig 
tion. . . . The st adicted 
Attorney Gene у EA 
Justice Department spokesman said that 
Mr. Clark's statement last March second 
м 
al’ 
ВІ, as you pointed out, was made imme- 
diately after our office arrested him, and 
it really constituted the first salvo of the 
propaganda barrage laid down against 


Auomey Gen 


in error.” Now, the Attorney Gener- 
attempt to whitewash Shaw via the 


us, The natural reaction of many people 
across the country 10 "s statement. 
which was carried prominently on TV 
and in the press, was, “Well, if the FBI 
cleared him, there can't be anything м» 
whole conspiracy bu: Most 
lants have to wait for trial before 
allowed to produce character 
witnesses. When, three months later, the 
Justice Department finally | admitted. 
“in error,” the story appeared 
| only a few newspapers and wa 
picked up by the radio or TV network: 
But what was even more significant about 
the Justice Department's attempt to bai 
out Shaw was the fact that the day aft 
Clark's statement, The New York Time: 
Washington correspondent. Robert В. 
Semple, Jr.. reported that he had been 
told by an unnamed Justice Department 
spokesman that his agency was con 
vinced “that Mr, Bertrand and Mr. Shaw 
were the same man"—and that was the 
reason Clark released his untrue story 
about the FBIs having cleared Shaw! in 
other words, knowing that our case was 


this 


ness. 


“Marcia, you could have just said no instead of lelling 
me this was the door to the bathroom! 
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based on fact, the Justice Department 
deliberately dragged а red herring across 
the 
PLAYBOY: Ате you free 10 discuss Ow 
role in the conspiracy? 
GARRISON: Yes, bur before you can un- 
Oswald's role in the plot, 
o jettison the image of him 
as а “self-proclaimed Marxist that the 
inculcated in the public con- 
es after his arrest оп November 
22nd. Oswald's professed Marxist syne 
s woe just a cover for ical 
activities. I don ve there are any 
serious students of the assassination who 
Oswald's actual 
was extreme r 
» Dallas and New 
his CLA contacts— 
ively right wing, some covert, 
others overt; in fact, our office has pos 
ively identified 
5 no? 


id's 


derstand 
youve got 


his 


bc 


ze that 


don't 


wing. His 
Orleans—apart [ron 
were excl 


of his associates 


Oswald. would have been 
more at home with Mein Kampf than 
Das Kapital. 
PLAYBOY: If Oswald w 
motivati 

at another rightwinger, Major Ge 


leftist, w 
have had for shoot- 


would h 


eral Edwin Walk 
the assassination? 
GARRISON: If he did it, his motive—which 
isto say the motive of those behind him— 
was а simple one: to ensure that after the 
assassination, people would ask this very 
question and assume that because Oswald 
had show at General Walker, he must 
have been a leftwinger. It was just an- 
other рап of Oswald's cover; if you 
defect to Russia, pass ош pro-Castro 
Jeallets on strcet corners and take a рот 
shot at General Walker, who on 
would doubt you're a Conn 
course, if you really look des 
incident. there is no real proof that Os 
wald was the man who did it; the whole 


er, eight months before 


threatened with deportation if she didn’t 
“cooperate.” Tt makes lile difference, 


ther this incident was pr 
vance to create a cover fo 
f ied after the 


a Marx 


(Ck a bit to 
the background of Oswald's involyem 


“He works much too hard, the dear. Га feel so much 
better if he insured himself to the hilt.” 


in the conspiracy. After "deleciing" to 
Russia, where he served as an agent for 
s this is where his 
knowledge about the U-2 becomes rele- 
vant—he returned to this country in June 
1962, lived in Fort Worth and Dallas u 
ul April 1963, and then went to N 
Orleans, where he resumed his friendship 
with David Ferrie, whom he had met 
several years before when he belonged 
to a Civil Air Patrol unit led by Ferric. 
We have evidence that Oswald ma 
tained his CIA contacts throughout this 
period and that Ferrie was also employed 
by the CIA. In this regard, we will pre- 
sent in court a vitnes—formerly а CIA 
courier—who met both Ferrie and Os- 
wald officially in their CIA. connection. 
ly, Ferrie gave his name as 
міш name recorded 
without further explanation in J 
Ruby's address book. In 1903, Ferrie and 
Oswald worked together closely. They 
were two of the organizers of the group 
ol amiCasro exiles and Minuteme 
who trained north of Lake Pontchartr 
for a foray into Cuba to assassinate Саз 
пое venture that changed direction 
in the summer of 1963 and chose John 
Kennedy as its new victim. Toward this 
1d—for reasons that will become cl 
it became Oswald's role to establish 
his public identity as a Marxist. It ap- 
pears that it was with this plan in mind 
that Oswald was sent to Mexico City in 
order to get а visa for travel to Cul 
where he planned to solidity his Marx- 
ist image, perhaps by making himselt 
conspicuous with a few incendiary anti- 
Kennedy speeches, and then return to 
Dallas in time for the assassination, How- 
ever, this end of the plot was frustrated 
because the Soviet and Cuban intelli 
gence services apparenuy had Oswald 
pegged a» an intelligence agent, and he 
was refused visas at both cmbussic 
other way in which Oswald 
blish his procommus 


member—and distributing on sucet wr- 
аз Jealle ising Casuo. He n 
two blunders here, however, First, оп 
the n ig him hand out Jeallets 
tic anti-Castro. Cuban. exile 
whom we've subsequently identified Irom 
‘TY footage of a street incident. Second, 
Oswald “blew his cover” by using the 
wrong address for his phony New Orleans 
Fair Play for Cuba Committee, 
PLAYBOY: Will you elaborate on this 
second point? 

GARRISON: Yes, because this incident ties 
together some of the strands of the 
spiders web. At the time Oswald started 
his so-called Fair Play for Cuba Commit- 
tee, two men—Hugh Ward and Guy Ban- 
nister—operated a private investigative 


ency at 544 Camp Street in downtown 
New Orleans. There ате some intriguing 
aspects 10 their operation. For onc 


thing. Bannister 
most militant rightwi 
in New 
official 


Street was a clearinghouse for Cub: 
and paramilitary right-wing activ 
ly, he allowed his office to be 
il drop for the anti 
ocratie Revolutionary Front; 
police intelligence. records at the time 
reported that this group. was “legitimate 
in nature and presumably had the un 
official sanction of the Central Imel 
gence Agency.” It did. Bannister aho 
published ysletter for his clients that 
cluded v nedy polemics 
My office also has evidence tl им 
had intimate ties with the Office of Naval 
Intelligence and the CIA. Both Banniste 
and Ward were deeply involved in covert 
anti-Castro exile activities in New Or 
Jeans. Bannister in particular seemed lo 
have had an almost mesianic drive то 
fight communism in every counny in 
Latin America: and he was n of 


Turner reve t both Banniste 
Ward were listed in secret. Minu! 
files as members of the Minutemen а 

operatives of a group callel the Anti 
Communism League of the Caribbean, 
which was allegedly used by the CIA in 
the overthraw of the Guatemalan 
cmment im 1954. So, in other words 
these are the Last guys in the world you'd 
expect to find tied up with lelewing or 
pro-Castro activities. Right? And Yet. 
when Lee Harvey Oswald set up 


fictitious branch of the for 
Cuba Commitee in New ı5, he 
distributed lealles giving the commi 


op Street-— Guy 
omebody must have 
pointed out to Oswald shortly afterward 
that he was endangering his cover by 
using this addres: he subse 
quently changed it to 4907 Му 
Street. But it’s certainly significant that 
м the inception of his public role as a 
pro-Casiro activist, Oswald was utilizing 
box of the most r tly con 
ive and anti-Communist outfit. in 
ty. 1m dd that we have several 
ill testify in court thar 
they saw Oswald hanging out at 544 
mp Street. I want to stress, howey 
1 е no evidence that Bannister 
and Ward were involved in the plot to 
kill Kennedy. Their office was a kind of 
way station for anti-Castro imd right 
wing extr g th h New 
Orleans, and it’s perfectly posible that 
they were completely unaware of the con 
spiracy being hatched by men like Ferrie 
and Oswald. 
PLAYBOY: Were any of the other figures 
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in the alleged conspiracy connected. with 
Bannister? 

GARRISON: Yes, David Ferrie was a paid 
investigator for Bannister, and the two 
men knew cach other very well. Dur- 
ing 1962 and 1963, Ferrie spent a good 
deal of time at 514 Camp Street and 
he made a series of mysterious long 
distance phone calls to Central America 
from Bannister’s office. We have a record 
of those calls. 

PLAYBOY: Where are Bannister and Ward 
now? 

GARRISON: Both have died since the as 
sasinition—Bannister of a heart attack 
in 1961 and Ward when the plane he was 


piloting for New Orleans Mayor De Les- 
sps Morrison crashed їп Mexico in 
1961. De Leseps Morrison, as it һа 

1 P 


pened, had introduced CI 
President Kennedy on 
in 1963. 

PLAYBOY: Do you belicve there was 
thing sinister about the crash that killed 
both Morrison and Ward? 

GARRISON: | have son to believe 


Shaw to 
c flight 


n 


no re 


there was anything sinister about the 
crash, though rumors always spring up 
in a case like this. The only thing I will 
say is that witnesses in this case do have 
habit of dying at the most inconvenient 
times. I understand a London insurance 
firm has prepared an actuarial chart 
оп the likelihood of 20 of the people 
involved in this cise dying within three 
уси» of the assassination—and found 
the odds 30 trillion to one. But I'm 
sure NBC will shortly discover that one 
of my investigators bribed the computer. 
PLAYBOY: Was Oswald involved with 
paramilitary activists and  anti-Castro 
Cuban exiles in Dallas, as well as in New 
Опа 


п? 


of his New Orleans contacts overlap with 
those in Dallas, Jack Ruby, who played 
a key role in smu as to the anti 
Casto underground—on. behalf of 
CIA—was one of Oswald's contacts. in 
Dallas. Furthermore, Oswald was virtual- 
ly surrounded by White Russians in Dal- 
las, some of whom were GIA employees. 


“Well, all the sign said was, ‘Joe's Topless Restaurant.’ " 


Moreover, some of Oswald's anti Castro 
friends from Miami and New Orleans 
showed up in Dallas in October of 1963 
In a "Supplementary Investigation Re- 
port” filed on 23. 1063, by 


November 2 
Dallas policeman Buddy Walthers, an 
aide to Sheriff Bill Decker, Walthers 
stated: “J talked to Sorrels, the head of 
the Dallas Secret Service. 1 was advised 
that for the past few months at a house 
at $128 Harlandale, some Cubans had 
been having meetings on the weckends 
and were possibly connected with the 
Freedom for Cuba Party of which Oswald 
° No attention was paid to 
" report, and on November 26th, 
he complained: “I don't know what 
tion the Secret Service has taken, but 1 
learned today that some time between 
seven days before the President was shot 
and the day after he was shot, these Cu 
bans moved from this house. My inform 
stared that subject Oswald had 
been to this house before” This was the 
last that was ever heard of the mysteri- 
ous Cubans at 3198 Harlandale. А sig- 
nificant point in Walthers’ report is his 
mention of the Freedom for Guba Par 
ty. This appears to be a corruption of 
the anti-Castro Free Cuba Committee of 
which Oswald, Ferrie and a small cadre 
of neo-Nazi—induding the man we 
believe was the “second Oswald"—were 
members. You may remember that on 
the night of the assassination, Dall: 
D. A. Henry Wade called а press confer- 
ence and at one point referred to Oswald 
a member of the "Free Cuba Comm 
сай of the Fair Play for Cuba 
tee. Jack Ruby, who just hap- 
pened to be there, promptly chimed in to 
correct him. Ruby was obviously in the 
dry run prior to his 
successful murder of Oswald on Sunday 

ibility the Warren. Commissic 
never bothered 10 consider—and could 
hardly have been eager to draw atien- 
ion to himself. However, he must have 


d was a member of the “F 
Com body migl 
vestigation of that group a 
im anü-Casmo and ulrarightwing ori 
en And so he risked his cover to 


ittee,” som 


beg 
xd discover 


ion 
set the record 
fellow conspirators. 

PLAYBOY: In regard to Oswald's role in 
the conspiracy. vou have said that "he 
was a decoy at first and then he was a 
patsy and then he was a victim.” Would 
you explain what you meant by that? 


straight and his 


protect 


GARRISON: Oswald's role in the pro 
posed assassination of Kennedy. as fir as 
he seems to have known, was strictly 
political: not to fire a gun but—for v 


sons that may not have been explained 
to him by his superiors at their planning 
sessions—to establish his leftwing bona 
fides so unshakably that after the 
nation, quite possibly unbeknownst to 
him, the President's murder would appear 


sasi- 


to be the work of a sharpshooting left- 
wing fanatic and thus allow the other 
plotters, including the men who actually 
skot Kennedy, to escape police attention 
and flee Dallas. Though he may not have 
known why he was instructed to do so, 
this was undoubtedly why he got the 
Job at the Texas School Book Depository 
Building; we've learned that one of the 
members of the conspiracy was in а posi- 
tion to learn from perfectly innocent Dal- 
las business contacts the route of the 
Presidential motorcade more than a 
month before Kennedy’s visit, The coi 
spirators—more than probably mot in- 
cluding Oswald knew this would place 
on the scene and convince the world 
that a demented Marxist was the real 
assassin 
PLAYBOY: Even if Oswald was unaware of 
his role as a decoy, didn't he suspect that 
he might be double-crossed by his co- 
conspirators? 

GARRISON: We have uncovered substantial 
evidence that he was influenced and ma- 
nipulated rather easily by his older and. 
more sophisticated superiors in the con- 
spiracy, and it's probable that he trusted 
them more than he distrusted them. But 
even if the opposite were true, I think 
he would have done what he was told. 
PLAYBOY: Even if he suspected that he 
might be arrested and convicted as the 
President's assa p 
GARRISON: As I said, I don't 1 


ely that he was aware of his role as a 
decoy. But even if he was, it's probable 
that he would have been given some 
cock-and-bull assurances about being 
richly rewarded and smuggled out of the 
country after Kennedy's death, Bur it's 
even more probable, in my opinion—if 
he did know the true nature of his role 
—that he wouldn't have felt the necessity 
to escape. He would have known that no 
jury in the world—even in Dallas— 
would have been able to find him guilty 
of the assassination on tke strength of 
such transparently contrived circumstan- 
tial evidence. 

тдүвоү: That's debatable. But even if 
Oswald had been brought to t 
acquitted of the assassination, what rea 
son would he have had to believe tha 
he would also be exonerated of involve 
ment in the conspiraey—which you've 

Imitted you 
GARRISON: 1 


le your 


question, but T can't answer it without 
compromising my investigation of а cru- 
cial new area of the conspiracy. I'm 


afraid T can't discuss it until we've built 
a solid case. I сап say, however, that what- 
ever his knowledge of his role as a decoy, 
he definitely didn't know about his role 
as а patsy until after the assassination. 
At 5 р.м. оп November 22nd, the 
Dallas police had broadcast a wanted 
bulletin for Oswald—over a half hour 
before Tippit was shot and at a time 


whe 


there was absolutely no evidence 
g O wald to the assassination. The 


Dallas police have never been able to 
explain who transmitted this wanted 
notice or on what evidence it was based; 
and the Warren Commission brushed 


aside the whole matter as unimportant. I 
think it’s obvious that the conspirators 
tipped off the police, probably anony 
mously, in the hope—subsequently real- 
ized —that all attention would henceforth 
be focused on Oswald and the heat 
would be taken off other members of 
the plot. We have evidence that the plan 
was 10 have him shot as a cop killer in 
the Texas Theater "while resisting ar- 
-" I can't go into all the details on 
but the murder of Tippit, which 1 
am convinced Oswald didn't commit, was 


lation in the Texas Theater 
nonymous tipoff, But here 
the plotters miscalculated, and Oswald 
was not shot to death but was merely 
shed off to the Dallas 
you may remember, he 
'd to reporters as the police dragged 
him through the corridors on November 
22nd: “I didn't kill anyonc—t 
"The conspiracy 
1 the ploi 
danger of exposure by Oswald, Ente 
Jack Ruby—and exit Oswald. So first 
Oswald was а decoy, next а patsy and 
nally—in the b 
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if you join the Children’s 
ents at your bar mitzvah 


young тат: 
pect any pres 
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on November 24, 1963—a victim. 
PLAYBOY: Even if Oswald was a scapegoat 
in the alleged conspiracy, why do you 
believe he couldn't also have been one 
of those who shot at the President? 
GARRISON: If there's one thing the War- 
ren Commission and its 26 volumes of 
supportive evidence demonstrate condu- 
ively, it’s that Lee Harvey Oswald did 
not shoot John Kennedy on November 
22, 1963. Of course, the Commission 
concluded. not only that Oswald fired at 
the President but that he was а ma 
man, that he had enough time to “fire 
three shots, with two hits, within 18 
nd 5.6 seconds,” that his Mannlicher- 
Carcano was an accurate rifle, etc. 
all these conclusions are actually 
contradiction of the evidence vithin the 
Commission's own 26 volumes. Ву culling: 
ing that evidence. the le: 
ing critics of the Commission 
proved that Oswald was a mediocre 
shot; that the Mannlicher-Carcano rifle 
he allegedly used was about the crum- 
miest weapon on the market today; 
that 
1 


that the 20-yca 
tion he would h 
ot have been relied on to fire 
accurately, if at all; chat the rifle quite 


possibly was taken fiom Oswald's home 
after the assassination and planed in 


the Depository; that the Commission's 
own chronology of Oswald's movements 
made it highly implausible for him to 
fire three shots, wipe the rifle clear of 
gerprints—there were none found on 
it—hide the rifle under a stack of books 
and rush down four flights of stairs to 
the second floor, all in the few seconds 
it took Roy Truly and Officer Marrion. 
Baker to rush in from the street alter 
the shots and encounter Oswald stand- 


ing beside the vending machine in the 


employees’ cafeteria. 1 could cite ad 
ditional evidence proving that Oswald 
didn't fire a rifle from the sixth floor 
of the Depository, but it would just be a 
recipitulation of the excellent books of 
the critics, to which 1 refer your readers. 
There number of factors that we've 
examined independently during the 
course of our investigation that also 
prove Oswald didn’t shoot at the i 
dent. For one thing, the nitrate test ad- 
ministered to Oswald on the day of the 
assassination clearly exonerated him of 
having fired a rifle within the past 24 
He had nitrates on both hands, 
but es on his cheek—which 
means it was impossible for him to have 
fired a rifle. The fact that he had nitrates 
on both hands is regarded in the te 
test ice: it’s the same 
as haying neither hand. TI 
is because so many ordinary objects leave 
traces of te on the hands. You're 
їо 


за si] 


trates oi 


s 


'example—tobacco 


right hand but mot on your left. I'm 
smoking a pipe. which T interchange be- 
tween my hands, so I'll have traces of 
nitrate on both hands but not on my 
cheeks. The morning of the assassina- 
п. Oswald was moving crates in a 
newly painted room, which was likely to 
have left waces of nitrate on both his 
hands. Now, of course, if the ni s 
had proved positive, and Oswald did 
have nitrate on one hand and on his 
cheek, that would still mot constitute 
proof positive that he'd fired a gun, 
because the nitrates could have been left 
by a substance other than gunpowder. 
But the fact that he had no nitrate w 
socver on his check és incluctable proof 
that he never fired a rifle that day. If he 
had washed his face to remove the nitrate 
before the test was administered, there 
would have been none on his hands 
either—unless he in the habit of 


s with gloves on. This was a sticky 
problem for the Warren Commission, but 
they resolved it with their customary 


aplomb. An expert wa 
testified that in а М 
rifle, the chamber is so tight that no 
rates are emitted. upon firing; and 
the Commission used this testimony to 
dismiss the whole subject. However, the 
inventor of the nitrate. test subsequently 
tested the Mannlicher-Carcano and found 
that it did leave nitrate traces. He was 
not called to testify by the Warren Com 

соп- 
ald did not fir 
па. We've also 
found some new evidence that shows chat 
Oswald's Mannlicher-Ca ıo was not the 
only weapon discovered in the Depository 
Building after the assassination. I recent- 
ly traveled to New York for a conference 
with Richard Sprague, а brilliant man 
who's been independently researc 
technical aspects of the assassination, 
and he showed me a hitherto unpub- 
lidized collection of flm dips from a 
motion picture taken of the assassination 
and its aftermath, Part of the film, shot 
shortly alter one р. м., shows the Dallas 
police ig the assassination weapon 
out of the Book Depository. They stop 
for the photographers and an officer holds 
the rille up above his head so that the 
inquisitive aowd can look at it. There's 
just one litte Haw here: This rifle does 
not have a telescopic sight, and thus can. 
not be Oswald's rifle. This weapon was 
aken from the building approximately 
20 minutes before Oswald's Mannlicher- 
Carano was "discovered"—or planted— 
on the premises. To sum up: Oswald was 
olved in the conspiracy; shots were 
Kennedy from the Depository 
ar- 
ig as well 


dug up who 
icher-Carcano 


in 
fired at 
Dut also from the grassy knoll and app 


ently from the Dal-Tex Build 
—but not one of them was fired by Lee 
Harvey Oswald, and not one of them 
from his Mannlicher-Car 
PLAYBOY: If Oswald didn’t shoot Pi 
dent Kennedy from the sixth-floor win- 


dow of the Book Depository. who did? 
GARRISON: Our office has developed © 
dence that the President was a inated 
by a precision guer 
seven men, including ani 
turers and members of the pa 
right. Of course, the Ministry of Truth 
concluded—by scrupulously ignoring the 
most compelling evidence and carefully 
selecting only those facts that conformed 
to its preconceived thesis of a lone assassin 
—that “no credible evidence suggests 
that the shots were fired from . . . any 
place other than the Texas School Book 
Depository Building.” But anyone who 
takes the time to read the Warren Report 
will find that of the witnesses in Dealey 
Plaza who were able to assess the ori 
of the shots, almost two thirds si 
came from the grassy-knoll arca 
and to the right of the Presidential lim- 
ousine and not from the Book Depository, 
which was to the rear of the President. A 
number of reliable witnesses testified 
thar they heard shots ring out from be 
hind the picket fence and saw a ри of 
smoke drift into the air. Additional evi- 
dence supporting this can be found in the 
Zapruder film published in Life, which 
21 that the President was slammed 
backward by the impact of a bullet; un- 
less you abrogate Newton's third law of 
motion, this means the President was shot 
front. Also—though they wi 
dicted later—sever 


re 
1 of the doctors 


cont 
at Parkland Hospital who examined the 


President's neck wound contended it w: 
an entrance wound, which would cer 
tainly rend to indicate that Kennedy wa: 
shot from the front. In the couse of our 
investigation, we've uncovered additional 
evidence establishing absolutely that there 
were at least four m. grassy 
knoll, at least two behind the picket 
fence and two or more behind а small 
stone wall to the right of the fence. As I 
reconstruct it from the stil 
our possession, one m; 
at the President from cach location, while 
the role of his companion was to snatch 
up the cartridges as they were ejected 
wheticall, а book on firearms 
characteristics was found in Fervie’s apart- 


inal notations, 
iotated sectio: 


id the most heavily 
was one describing the 
ction and distance a cartridge travels 
from a rifle after ejection. Scribbled on 

bookmark in this section, in Ferrie's 
handwriting, were the figures, not men- 
tioned in the text, “50° and 11 fe 
which indicates the possibility that Fer- 
tie had testfired a rifle and ploued the 
distance from the gunman to where the 
ejected cartridges would fall. But to re- 
turn to the scene of the crime, it seems 
virtually certain that the cartridges, along 
with the rifles, were then thrown into the 
trunk of a c rked directly behind 
the picket fence—which was driven from 
the scene some hours after the assassina- 
tion. If there had been a thorough search 
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les in the vicinity of the grassy 
knoll immediately after the assassination, 


this inaiminating evidence might have 
been uncovered—; h the real 
hors of the President's murder. In ad- 


dition to the assassins on the grassy knoll, 
at least two other men fired from behind 
the President, one from the Book Deposi- 
tory Building—not Oswald—and one, in 
all probability, from the Dal-Tex Build- 
ing. As it happens, a man was arrested 
might alter the assassination as he left 
the Dal-Tex Building and was taken 
away in a patrol car, but like the three 
other men detained after the assassina- 
tion—one in the railroad yard behind 
the grassy knoll, one on the railroad 
overpass farther down the parade route, 
and one in front of the Book Depository 
Building—he then dropped. ош of sight 
completely. All of these suspects taken 
into custody after the n re 
main nymous as if they'd been de- 
tained for throwing a candy wrapper on 
the sidewa also located an- 
other п fatigues— 


n—in green c 


ivolved in the shooti 


g but. 
jonary action in order to 
distract people's attention from the snip- 
ers. This individual screamed, fell to the 
ground and simulated ап epilepti 
drawing people away from the vicinity of. 
the knoll just before the President's mo- 
torcade reached the ambush point. So 
you have at least seven people involved, 
with four fi lent and 


David Ferri 


It was a preci 
ried out coolly and with excellent coordi- 
nation; the assassins even kept in con 
by radio. The President, of course, had 
n overkill operation. 
tual sequence of shots goes, 
you'll remember that the Warren Com- 
mission conduded that only three bullets 
were fired at the President—one that hi 
just below the back of his neck, exited 
through his (поа and then passed 
through Governor Connallys body; one 
missed; and one that blew off a por- 


“Timmy has to tinkle.” 


tion of the Pre: 


lent’s skull and killed 


him. Like most of the other conelusions 
of the Commission, this one contradicts 
both the evidence and the tesi 


nony of 
eyewitnesses. The initial shot hit the 
President in the front of the neck, as 
the Parkland Hospital doctors recognized 
—though they were later contradicted by 
the military physicians at the Bethesda 
topsy, and by the Warren Report. 
The second shot struck the President in 
the back; the location of this wound can 
be verihed not by consulting the official 
autopsy report—on which the Commis- 
sion based its conclusion that this bullet 
hit Kennedy in the k of the neck 
sited from his roa 
the reports filed by two 
were present at the P. 
in Bethesda, Maryland. Both stated un. 
equivocally that the bullet in question 
entered President Kennedy's back and did 
not continue through his body. 1 
fer you to a photograph of the Pi 
shirt taken by the FBI, and to a dr 
of the Presidents back wound m 
one of the examining physic 
thesda; the location of the wound in 
both cues corresponds exactly—more 
than three inches below the President's 
neck. Yet the Commission concluded that 
this wound occurred in his neck. This, 
of course, was to make it more believable 
that the same bullet had exited fom 
the Presidents throat slanted on 
dow Шу. Even 
if this bullet had entered where the Com- 
‘ion cl. d then е 
Presidents L it would have been 
possible for it to enter Governor Connal- 
Туз upper back at a downward angle, 
exit from his lower chest and lodge fi- 
nally in his thigh—fired, as the Commis: 
ion says it was, from the elevation of 
th-floor dow of the Book De- 
pository—only lly had been 
siting in the lap or if the 
bullet had described two 90-degree turns 
on its way from President Kennedy's 
throat to Governor Connallys back, 
Clearly, the President's throat wound was 
caused by the first shot, this one from 
the grassy knoll in front of the limou- 
sin nd his b nd came from the 
rear. I've already given you my reasons 
for reaching this conclusio 
PLAYBOY: If the first bullet was fired from 
the front, why wasn't it found in the 
President's body, or somewhere the 
Presidential limousine? 

GARRISON: The exact nature of the Presi 
dent's wounds, as well as the disposition 
of the bullets or bullet fragments, are 
among the many concealed items in this 
case. I told vou carlier about the men on 
the grassy knoll whose sole funct 
believe to cnch the cartridges 
they were ejected from the assassins’ rifles, 
We also have reason to suspect that other 
members of the conspiracy may have been 
assigned the job of r ng oth 
dence—such as traceable bullet fragments 


nd 


om the 


we 


was 


—that might betray the assassins, In the 
dhaos of November 22nd, this would not 
have been as difficult as it sounds. We 
know th bullet, designated Exhibit 
number 399 by the Warren Commission, 
med оп a stretcher in Parkland 
to inciminate Oswald. The 
n concluded that this bullet 
allegedly hit both Kennedy and Governor 
Connally, causing seven wounds and 
breaking three bones Ч emerged with- 
out a dent! In subsequent ballistics tests 
with the same gun, every bullet was 
squashed completely out of shape from 
impact with various simulated human 
targets. So, if the conspirators could fabri- 
cate a bullet, they could ily conceal 
one. But to return to the sequence of 
shots; Governor Connally was struck by a 
third bullet—as he himself insisted, not 
the one that struck Kennedy in the back 
so fired from the rear. A fourth shot 
issed the Preside limousine com- 
pletely and struck the curb along the 
south side of Main Street, disintegrating 
into fragments; the trajectory of this 
bullet has been plotted backward to a 
point of origin in the Dal-Tex Building. 
‘The fifth shot, which struck the President 
in the right temple, tore off the top of his 
d snapped him back into his seat 
looked by the Warren Com- 
had to have been fired from the 
grassy knoll, There is also medical e 
dence indicating the likelihood th 
additional head shot may have been fi 
The report of Dr. Robert MeClelland at 
Parkland Hospital, for example, states 


mission- 


that “the cause of death was due to mas- 
sive head and brain injury from a gun 
shot wound of the left temple.” And 


yet another shot may also have been 
fired; frames 208 to 211 of the Zapruder 
film, which were deleted from the War- 
теп Report—presumably as irrelevant— 
reveal signs of stress appearing suddenly 
on the back of a street sigu momentarily 
obsaucting the view between the grassy 
knoll and the President's car. These stress 
signs may very well have been caused by 
the impact of a stray bullet on the sign 
We'll never be sure about this, however, 
ion, 


because the day after the assassi 
the sign was removed and no one in Dal 
las seems to know what be 
Some of the gunmen 
used frangible bullets. 
dumdum bullet that is forbidden by 
the Geneva Treaty. Frangible bullets ex- 
plode on impact into tiny fr 


did the bullet that caused 
wound in the Presidents head. Of 
cou frangible bullets are ideal in a 


political assass 
guarantee massive d 
that no tangible evidence will rem. 
that ballistics experts could use to trace 
the murder weapon. 1 might also men 
tion that frangible bullets cannot 
be fired from a Mannlicher-Carcano, 
such the Commission concludes 


ation, because they almost 
mage and asure 


as 
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Oswald used to kill the President. 
Also parenthetically, this type of bullet 
was issued by the CIA for use in ant- 
astro-exile raids on Cuba. In. summa- 
rion, there were at least five or six shots 
fired at the President from front and 
rear by at least four gunmen, assisted by 
several accomplices, two of whom prob- 
ably picked up the cartridges and one of 
whom created a diversion to draw people's 
eyes away from the grassy knoll. At this 
stage of events, Lee Harvey Oswald was 
ho more than a spectator to the 
tion—perhaps in a very literal sense. 
the first shot rang out, Associated Press 
photographer James Altgens snapped a 
picture of the motorcade that shows a 
man with a remarkable resemblance to 
Lee Harvey Oswald—same 1 ic, same 
face shape—standing in the doorway of 
the Book Depository Buildi Somchow 
or other, the Warren Commission. con- 
cluded that this man actually Billy 
Lovelady, an employee of the De- 
who looked very little like 
Oswald. Furthermore. on the day of the 
assassination. Oswald was wearing a white 
‘Tshirt under a long-sleeved dark shirt 
opened ам to his waist—the same 
outfit worn by the man in the doorway— 
but Lovelady said that on November 
22nd he was wearing a short-sleeved, red- 
and-white-striped sport shirt buttoned 
near the neck. The Aligens photograph 
indicates the very real possibility that at 
the moment Oswald was supposed to 
have been crouching in the sixth-floor 
window of the Depository shooting Ke 
nedy, he may actually have been standing 
outside the front door watching the 
Presidential motorcade. 

PLAYBOY. Between June 26th and 20th, 
S telecast а series of four special 
shows revealing the findings of the net- 
work's own seven-month investigation 
of the assassination. CBS agreed with 
the Warren Commission's conclusion that 
Oswald was the in, that he acted 
alone and that only three shots were 
fired; but it theorized that the first shot 
was fired carlier than the Warren Com- 
mission believed, thus giving Oswald suf- 
ficient time to fire three wellaimed shots 
at the President with his Mannlicher- 
Carcano—and overcoming the implausi 
y of the Commission's conclusion 
he had scored two hits out of three 
shots in only 5.6 seconds. Don't you con- 
a logical explanation of the 
acies in the Commission's time 
sequence? 


GARRISON: I'm afraid it's neither logical 


of this question, the Commission 
Jone-assassin theory rests on the fact that 
all three shots were fired, as you point 
out, within a period of 5.6 seconds. Now, 
the film taken of the a tion by 
Abraham Zapruder proves that а maxi- 
mum of 1.8 seconds elapsed between the 


168 time Kennedy was first hit and Governor 


Connally was hit—this is crystal clear 
from their own reactions—hut it requires 
23 seconds just to work the bolt on 
Mannlicher-Carcino rifle. To escape this 
the Commission produced the 
which I 
rt from the pris 
the whole time 
k in the 

ain of evidence, 
seems to have taken it upon its 
shoulders to resolve the problem by in 
ting a new time sequence, What they 

did was to have a. photo analyst, Charles 
Wyckoll, examine the Zapruder film and 
find that certain frames were blurred. 
Wyckoff arbitrarily decided that these 
bluis were caused by Zapruder’s physical 
reaction 10 the sound of shots ringing out 
—although by the same logic, Zapruder 
could just lave sneezed. Now, the 
wen Commission had concluded that 
nedy would not have been visible to 
ld until Frame 210 of the Zapruder 
until then, he was obscured by an 
oak tree—and was first hit in Frame 222 
or 223. But Wyckolf detected a blur in 
the vicinity of Frame 186; and on the 
basis of this, CBS speculated that Zapru- 
der heard a shot at Frame 186—the first 
shot in " revised time schedule. 
which Oswald allegedly fired at Kenne 
dy through the branches of the oak tree. 
CBS even speculated that the bullet 
lodged in the trunk of the oak tree, and 
sent a team of men with metal detectors 
scurrying up it, but to no avail; the 
commentator  explamed that maybe 
someday more sophisticated detection 
devices would be developed and the bul- 
let would be found. Sure. This sce: 
of course, gave Oswald seve 
onds in which to take careful 
fire his subsequent shots—and th 
the Comm п off the hook. The only 
trouble here is that the people who con- 
ducted the CBS study—like most defend- 
ers of the Warren Repori—didn't do all 
of their homework. They forgot, or 


tine condition of 399, 
sequence was the weakest 1 


let 


chose to ignore, that by the Commis- 
sins own 


admission, the bullet that 
inedy—the second bullet in 
sequence—hit the 
curb on Main Sucet ncar the railroad. 
underpass 100 yards ahead of thc lim- 
ousine, shattering into fragments and 
causing superficial wounds on the face of 
a bystander, James Tague. But the tra- 
jectory of any bullet fired from the sixth 
floor of the Depository through the 
branches of the tree is such that it 
could not conceivably hit within a city 
block of the underpass. So please excuse 
me if I'm not overwhelmed by the in- 
cluctable logic of CBS" presentation. And 
just let me add a footnote here: CBS 
made a great deal out of its assumption 
that the blurs on Zapruder's film ind 
cated а reflexive reaction to shots ring- 
ing out, But they never asked Zapruder 
about his statement to Secret Service 
agents after the assassination about the 


origin of the shots; along with the major- 
ity of the witnesses to the амаз 
he said the shots came from the g 
knoll, on which he was standi 
behind the stone wall, which was only a 
few dozen feet from him, in the opposite 
direction from the Depository. Like the 
Warren Commission, CBS was scrupu- 
lously selective in its choice of evidence. 
Its broadcast wasn't a hatchet job like 
the NBC show, but it was equally ш 
leading and, however unintentionally, 
honest. I'm not imputing sinister mo- 
tives to CBS; it appears that its greatest 
handicap was its own ignorance of the 
ssassination. 

PLAYBOY: To return to your own inves- 
tigation of the assassination: Have you 
discovered the identity of any of the 
conspirators you say were involved 
actual shooting? 

GARRISON: I don't want to sound соу or 
evasive, but I'm afraid I G 
on that. All 1 can say is tha 
ongoing case and there will be more 
arrests. 

PLAYBOY: Let's move on 
that followed the 
reason do you have for believing 
Oswald. didn't shoot Officer. Tippi? 
GARRISON: As I said carlier, the evidence 
we've uncovered leads us to suspect t 
two men, neither of whom was Oswald, 
were the real murderers of Tippit; we 
believe we have one of them identified. 
The critics of the Warren Report hay 
pointed out that а number of the 
witnesses could not identify Oswald 
the slayer, that several said the murderer 
was short and squat—Oswald was thin 
ight—and another stid 
were involved. The War- 
ren Commission's own chronology ol 
Oswald's movements also fails to allow 
n sufficient time to reach the scene 
of Tippit's mader from the Book De 
pository Building. The clincher, as 
as Jm that four c 
widges were found at the scene of the 
slaying. Now, revolvers do not. eject cir- 
"idees so when someone is shot, you 
don't laer find gratuitous carnidges 
stren over the sidewalk—unless thc 
murderer deliberately takes the trouble 
10 eject them. We suspect that cartridges 
had been previously obtained from Os 
|Чъ .38 revolver and left at the mur- 
der site by the real killers as part of the 
setup to : Oswald. However, 
somebody slipped ud there. Of the four 
pes found at the scene, two were 


to the events 


concerned, is 


Winchesters and two were Remingtons 
—but of the four bullets found Officer. 
Tippit’s body, three chesters 
and one was a The last 


time 1 looked. on-Perers 
Manufacturing Company was not in the 
abit of slipping Winchester bullets 


into its cartridges, nor was the Win- 
chester-Western Manufacturing Com- 
pany putting Remington bullets into its 
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colorings. And on some commendable refinements in PBM's vaunted natural shoulder teiloring—positive 

lapels, deep side vents, sophisticated body tracing. Fashion for individuals, not for everyone. That's PBM! 
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“Here comes our analyst. A few more visits and 
we should have him straightened out.” 


cartridges. 1 don't belicvc that Oswald. 
shot anybody on Nov 
the President and not Tippit. If our in- 
vestigation in this area proves fruitful, I 
hope we will be able to produce in a 
court of law the two men who did kill 
Tippit. 

PLAYBOY: How do you explain the fact that 
the Warren Commission concluded that 
the bullets er Tippit's body had 
all been fired from "the revolver in the 
ald at the time of his 
the exclusion of all other 


mber 22nd—not 


possession of Озу 
arrest, to 
weapons"? 


[he Warren Commission's con- 
was made in spite of the evidence 
and not because of it. To determine 
if Oswald's gun had fired the bullets, 


it was necessary to call in a ballistics 
expat who would be able to teli 


the 
lines and grooves on the bullets had a 
relation to the barrel of the revolver. The 
Commission called as its witness FBI 
ballistics cxpert Cortland: Cunningham, 
and he testificd, after an examination of 
the bullets taken from Tippit's body, that 
it was impossible to determine whether 
ог not these bullets had been fired from 
Oswald's gun. Yet, on the basis of this 
expert testimony, the Waren Commis- 


sion conduded with a straight face that 
the bullets were fired not only from Os- 
wald’s gun but “to the exclusion of all 
other weapons.” They simply chose to 
ignore the fact that revolvers don't eject 
ges and that the cartridges left so 
conveniently on the street didn't match 
the bullets in Tippit’s body. 

PLAYBOY: You mentioned earlier that a 
so-called "second. Oswald" had imper- 
ald be- 
fore the assassination in an attempt to 
incriminate him. What proof do you 
have of this? 

GARRISON: I hesitate to use the words 
"second Oswald,” because they tend to 
lend an additional fictional quality to 
a case that already makes Dr. No and 
Goldfinger look like auditors’ reports. 
However, it is true that before the a: 
lated effort was made to 
implicate Oswald in the events to come. 
A young man approximating Oswald's 
description and using Oswald's name— 
we believe we have discovered his iden- 
tity—engaged in a variety of activities 
designed to create such a strong impres- 
sion of Oswald’s instability and culpa- 
bility in people's minds that they would 
recall him as а suspicious character after 
the President was murdered. In опе 


cari 


sonated the real Lee Harvey Os 


room, gave his name as Lee Oswald, 
testdrove a саг at 80 miles an hou 
Oswald couldn't drive—and, after creat 
nerad: n on the 
by his speeding, gratuitously 
remarked that he might go back to the 
Soviet Union and was expecting to come 
into a large sum of money. Parenthe 
cally, the salesman who described this 
“second Oswald” was subsequently beaten 
almost to death by unknown assailants 
outside his showroom. He later fled Dal- 
las and last year was found dead; it was 
officially declared a suicide. In another 
instance, this “second Oswald” visited 
a shooting range in Dallas and gave 
a virtuoso demonstration of marksman- 
ship, hiting not only his own bull'scye 
but the bull’s-cyes of neighboring targets 
as well—thus leaving an unforgettable 
impression of his skill with a е. The 
real Oswald, of course, was a mediocre 
shot, and there is no evidence he 
had fired a rifle since the day he left the 
Marines. Consequently, the fact that he 
couldn't hit the side of a barn had to be 
offset, which accounts for the tableau at 
the rifle range. 1 could go on and on re- 
counting similar instances, but there is 
no doubt that there was indeed a “sec- 
ond Oswald." Now, the Warren Com- 
individu; 
involved in all these activities could not 
be Lee Oswald; but they never took the 


the conspiracy needn't have bothe 
go to all this uouble of laying a false 
tail ineriminating Oswald. They should 
have realized, since Oswald was а “sell 
proclaimed Marxist,” that it wasn't nec 
essary to produce any additional evidence 
ict him in the eyes of the mass 
any other facts would simply be 
redundant in the face of such a convinc- 
ing confession of guilt. 

PLAYBOY: You've given your reasons 
for believing that Oswald, despite his. 
leftist "cover," was involved with thc 
conspirators and with the CIA. Do you 
have any evidence indicating that he 
was also connected with the FBI, as 
some of the Warren Report have 
alleged? 

GARRISON: Let me preface my answer by 
saying that I believe the FBI was not 
en the full picture of Oswald's CIA 
"volvement. I have nothing but respect 
for the Bureau and feel that if it weren't 
for the FBI reports still a ble in the 
Commission exhibits, the door would 
have been closed forever. While the CIA 
has behaved like a cross between the 
Gestapo and the NKVD, the FBI has 
worked assiduously in many different 
areas and gathered facts that have proved 
of great value to those interested in 
uncovering the truth about the assassina- 
tion. It isn't the FBI's fault that dozens 


of its reports have been classified top 
secret in the Archives by order of certain 
officials in the Department of Justice. 
The trouble 1 face today is that, after 
four years, not only are these documents 
ble but the trail has grown cold 
cl. Ferrie is 
ble 
information have either been murdered 
or fled the country. 

PLAYBOY: You still haven't answered the 
question: Was Oswald involved with the 
TBP 

GARRISON: Well, 1 
my reply in such a 
wouldn't be misconstrued 
the entire FBI. Oswald may 
petty informer for the Bu- 
ng small sums of money in 
nformation about left-wing 
activities in the Dallas-New Orleans 
Bu I must stress that there is по 
connection. between 
d to the 
nd that his position with 
the FBI was in no way analogous to 
his position with the CIA; the FBI re- 
5 hundreds, perhaps thousands of 
such informants across the country and 
is no more responsible for their overall 
pattern of polit ity than the In- 
ternal Revenue Se 


wanted to phrase 
ишег that it 
5 a broadside 


ants on ax-evasion 
possible ties to the Bureau are ne 


r 
mentioned in the Warren Report, but a 


member of the Commission, Congressman 
Gerald Ford, revealed in his otherwise 
undistinguished book, Portrait of an As- 
sassin, that the Commission was informed 
by Texas Auorney General Waggoner 
Carr and Dallas D. А. Henry Wade that 
employed by the FBI as 


was $200 a 
month and his FBI code number was 
179. The Warren Commission acted 


promptly on this information from two 
responsible Texas officials: Chief. Coun- 
sel Rankin told the members of the 
Commission that *We have a dirty rumor 
that is very bad for the Commission . . . 
and it is very damaging to the agen- 
cies that are involved in it and it must be 
wiped out insofar as it is possible to do 
so by the Commission." The Commission 
then launched one of its typically thor- 
ough investigation: Hoover 
was asked if the alleg ssin of the 
President of the United States had been 
an employee of his; Mr. Hoover said 
“No”; and the Commission closed the 
сазе. If Congressman Ford hadn't devel- 
oped writer's itch, we would never even. 
have heard of the incident. Once ар; 

the Commission made an unwise ch 
between tranquility and truth. There is 
also other evidence linking Oswald to the 
FBI—though, again, not in any cons, 
torial context. A Dallas police in 


gative report dated February 17, 1964, 


describes a police interview with Mrs. 
Teofil Meller, а White Russian émigrée 
in Dallas who had befriended Oswald and 
Marina. Mrs. Meller revealed, according 
to the report, that “she saw the book 
Kapital, which was written by Karl 
Marx. during one of these visits at Os- 
wald’s house and became very worried 
about it. Subject [Mr. Meller] said he 
checked with the FBI and they told him 
that Oswald was all right.” So here you 
have this “self-proclaimed Marxist,” who 
had defected to the Soviet Union, tried 
to renounce his American citizenship and 
was now allegedly active in pro-Castro 
activities, being given a clean bill of 
health by the FBI. It's quite possible that 
this clean bill of health was originally 
issued by the Stare Department, which, 
in reply to an FBI request for informa 
tion about Oswald's activities in Russia 
—this was shortly after his “defection” 

assured the Bureau that he was a solid 
citizen. So I don’t see anything sinister 
n all of this, at least s the FBI 
is concerned. The Bureau has to obtain 


information on subversion and it’s going 
to get what it needs not from Rhodes 
scholars and divinity students but. from 
apparently marginal figures like Lee Os. 
wald with an entree into the political 
underworld. 

PLAYBOY: If you see nothing sinister in 
the FBI's relationship with Oswald, why 
did you subpoena FBI agents Regis Ken- 
nedy and Warren De Brueys to testify 
before the New Orleans Parish gr: nd 
jury? 

GARRISON: Regis Kennedy is one of 
the FBI agents who interrogated David 
Ferrie in November 1963, and 1 hoped 
to learn from him what information the 
Bureau had elicited from Ferric. But on 
the instructions of our old friend Ano 
ney Ramsey Clark, Kennedy 
refused to answer the questions put to 
him by the grand jury on the grounds of 


а lormer FBI agi 
who also questioned Ferrie 
tween 1961 and 1963, De 
involved with anti-Castro e: 


1063. Ве 
Brueys w 
vile activities 


“Prop man!” 
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п New Orleans and was seen frequently 
at meetings of the rightwing Cuban 
Democratic Revolutionary Front. I'd like 
to find out the exact nature of De Brueys’ 
relationship with Lee Oswald. As long as 
Oswald was in New Orleans, so was De 
Brueys. When Oswald moved to Dallas, 
De Brueys followed him. After the assass 
nation, De Brueys returned to New 
Orleans. This may all be coinddence, 
but I find it interesting that De Brueys 
refuses to cooperate with our office— 
significant and frustrating, because I feel 
he could shed considerable light on Os- 
манї ties to anti-Castro groups. 
тдүвоү: On March 23, 1967, you or 
dered the arrest of Gordon Novel as а 
material witness in the conspiracy to as- 

inate President Kennedy, and you 
ave subsequently sought his extradition 
from Ohio. What role do you believe 
Novel played in the alleged conspiracy? 
GARRISON: ] can't go into all aspecis of 
Novel’s activities, because we have a live 
case against him. Novel worked closely 
with vid Ferrie and the anti-Castro 
Cuban exiles. In 1961, he raided a muni 
tions bunker in Houma, Louisian 
David Ferrie and a prominent anti-Castro 
exile leader, and the weapons seized were 
subsequently shipped by CIA agents to 
the counterrevolutionary underground in 
Cuba. He also worked for the Evergreen 
Advertising Agency in New Orleans, a 
CIA front that alerted anı stro agents 
to the date of the Bay of Pigs invasion by 
placing coded messages in radio con 
cials for Christmas trees. Novel himself 
was a paid employee of the 
mentioned earlier, Novels own lawyer, 
Stephen Plotkin, 
client is a CIA agent. On May 
1967, Plotkin was quoted in the New 
Orleans States-Item as s 
client served аз an 
tween the CIA and a 
in New Огісапѕ and M 
Apr 961 Bay of Pigs inva And 
that same day, the Associated Press, 
which has hardly scrved as my press agent 
in this case, reported: “When Noycl first 
fled from New Orleans, he headed 
straight for McLean, Virginia, which is 
the Central Intelligence. Agency suburb. 
This is not surprising, because Gordon 
Novel was a CIA employee in the early 
Sixties.” There is no doubt 1 Gordon. 
Novel was a CIA operati, 
PLAYBOY: If the CIA, as you charge, 
not only refuses to cooperate with you 
but has actively obstructed your investi 
gation, how are you in a position to 
know about Novel’s activities on behalf 
of the Agency? 

GARRISON: The people of Louisiana pay 
my investigators 10 investigate. But in 
this specific instance, we've benefited 
by sheer luck. After Novel fled the city 
jn March, my investigators and the city 
police both scoured his apartment for 
evidence, but Novel appeared to have 


172 covered his trail pretty effectively. I'm 


n this case, we weren't as efficient 
as two young girls who moved into Nov- 
el's apartment a few weeks later and, 
during a thorough house cleaning, found 
a penciled rough draft of a letter under a 
strip of linoleum on the kitchen-sink 
drainboard. One of the girls gave it to 
her boyfriend, a student at Tulane Uni- 
versity, and he in turn passed it on to 
one of his professors, who subsequently 
showed the letter to Hoke May, a report- 
er lor the New Orleans StatesJtem. May 
1 the letter examined by an independ- 
ent handwriting analyst, Gilbert Fortier, 
who compared it with other samples of 
Novel's writing and determined that the 
draft had been written by Novel—a fact 
that was confirmed by Novel's attorney, 
who said that “everything in the letter as 
far as Novel is concerned is 
truth.” TI letter makes 
reading. It is addressed to a Mr. Wei: 
Novel's apparent superior in the CIA. 
Novel tells Weiss: "I took the liberty of 
writing you direct and apprising you of 
current situation expecting you to for- 
rd this through appropriate channels. 
Our connection and activity of that pe- 
riod involved individuals presently about 
to be indicted as conspirators 
Garrison's investigation.” Novel goes on 
to warn that my probe was in danger of 
exposing his ues to the Double-Chek 
Corporation in Miami, which the book 
The Invisible Government exposes as a 
TA front that recruited pilots and sabo- 
teurs for the Bay of Pigs and subsequent 
anti-Castro adventures. Novel writes in 
the letter; “Mr. Garrison . . „ is unaware 
of Double-Chek’s involvement in this 
matter but has strong suspicions.” He 
also adds that he lied to the FBI: “I have 
been questioned extensively by local FBI 
recently as to whether or not I was in- 
volved with Double-Chek's parent hold- 
ing corporation. . . . My reply on five 
queries was negative, Bureau unaware of 
i this matter. 
‘The letter indicates that Novel was grow 
edgy, because he complains: “We have 
mporarily avoided one subpoena not to 
reveal Double-Chek activities. . . . We 
want out of this thing before Thursday, 
3/—/67. Our attorneys have been told to 
expect another subpoena to appear and 
testify on this mauer. The Fifth Amend- 
ment and/or immunity and legal tactics 
will not suffice." In case the € decided 
Novel was expendable, he seems to have 
taken out a kind of insur 
“Our attorneys and others are 
sion of complete sealed files con 
all information concerning this matter. 
In the event of our sudden departure, 
either accidental or otherwise, they are 
instructed to simultaneously release same 
for public scrutiny in different arcas. 
Novel condudes his little billet-doux 
by urging the CIA to take “appropriate 
counteraction relative to Garrison's in- 
quisition concerning us through military 
channels, vis-a-vis the DIA man." Inter- 


estingly enough, the DIA is the abbrevi 
tion for the Defense Intelligence Agency, 
a topsecret group sct up after the Bay 
of Pigs to supervise the CIA and cn- 
sure increased Administration control of 
1 ics—a task at which it has 
proved spectacularly unsuccessful. 
PLAYBOY: Novel subsequently fled New 
Orleans and took refuge in Ohio. 
Why were you unable to obtain his 
extradition? 

GARRISON: The reason wc were 
to obtain. Novcl's extradition from Ohio 
—the reason we are unable to extradite 
anyone connected with this casc—is that 
there are powerful forces in Washing- 
ton who find it imperative to conceal 
from the American public the truth 
bout assassination. And as a re 
sult, terrific pressure has been brought to 
bear on the gove 
volved to prevent them from signing the 
extradition papers and returning the 
defendants to stand trial. I'm sorry to 
that in every case, these Jello-s 
governors have caved in and “pla 
game" Washington's way. To give them 
the benefit of the doubt, I suppose it's 
also posible that they just didn't want 
to aid and abet an investigation that 
every official effort, overt and covert, has 
bee responsible 
and unfounded. Whatever his motivation, 
Governor Rhodes of Ohio, to name onc, 
has said that he would allow me to extr 
dite Novel to stand trial on charges ari 
ing from the CIA inspired burglary of 
the ammunitions bunker in Houma, 
Louisiana—but that 1 would not be 
allowed under the stipulations of the 
extradition agreement to question him 
about the а In other words, 
it's OK for me to s 
a burglary rap, but 1 mustn't upset him 
by inquiring if he killed the President. 
I'm all in favor of protecting а de- 
fendant's civil rights, but this is straight 
out of Alice in Wonderland. 

PLAYBOY: The New Orleans States-Iem 
of June 14, 1967, quoted Novel as 
ng that if he were granted. immunity 
rom the assa i ation, he 
would be willing to testify on a number 
of points, including "international fraud, 
mysterious intelligence activities. from 
November 1959 to date in the Southern 
quadrant of the U.S.A. a 
lands off Florida, seditious treason, hot 
war games and cold munitions transfers, 
ten 1950-model Canadian surplus Vam- 
pire jet supporter fighter aircraft and 
certain Cuban-Anglo-French sabotage 
affairs of сапу 1961." Why did you re- 
ject his offer? 

GARRISON: These are all intriguing aspects 
of Novels career as a U. 5. intelligence 
agent, and I'd love to hear about them 
—especially his knowledge of seditious 
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LONDON (Special) — Playboy 
Club members, celebrities and 
guests are still thronging the 
London Club seven nights a 
week. "The Club offers so much 
— fun and games, the informal 
air of a luxurious penthouse 
apartment and the atmosphere 
of a sparkling private party in 
Playboy's beautifully appointed 
clubrooms, Without doubt, the 
greatest value in Mayfair, 
Applications for Charter 
Membership in the London 
Playboy Club are being accept- 
ed right now. Apply for mem- 
bership today and save £8.8.0 
during your first year and 
£5.5.0 each year thereafter. 
The complete range of 
Playboy-styled entertainment 
makes it possible for you to 
spend an entire evening on the 
town without ever leaving the 
Club. The Playroom cabaret 
showroom (with acts chosen 
from the largest talent roster in 
the world) presents three shows 
nightly, four on Saturday. Dine 
on Playboy's hearty steak din- 
ner — at the same price as a 
drink-as you enjoy the show. 
Dance to exciting beat groups 
and the latest popular record- 
ings at the Living Room Dis- 
cotheque. scene of Playboy's 
elaborate buffet spread. There's 
also dancing between shows in 


MONTREAL BUNNIES 
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ties like Bunny Diane are now 

to greet members and 
guests in our spectacular new 
Montreal Playboy Club. Hutch pre- 
miered July 15 at 2081 Aylmer St., 
just 10 minutes from Expo 67. 


the Playroom cabaret. Enjoy 
epicurean cuisine impeccably 
served by velvet-clad butlers 
and Bunnies in the VIP Room. 
Plan on meeting your friends 
for a before-dinner cocktail or 
after-dinner drink in the inti- 
mate VIP Lounge, the perfect 
place to convene. 

The Penthouse Casino, óccu- 
pying the entire top floor of thc 
Club, features blackjack, Ameri- 
can dice, and roulette. Other 
gaming rooms include the Car- 
toon Corner and Playmate Bar 
Blackjack and Roulette Room, 

Open the door to the Playboy 
world of excitement—by mail 
ing the coupon today you save 
£8,8.0 during the first year of 
membership and £5.5.0 each 
year thereafter. Full credit privi. 
leges are available to those who 
qualify, enabling them to sign 
for all purchases at the London 
Club, For credit pri 
tick the appropr 
now, while special charter mem- 
bership is still available. 


‘Bunnies have the beat! There's 
continuous dancing at Playboy's 
Living Room Discotheque because 
when the live group goes off, the 
Bunnies and the records come on. 


APPLY NOW AND SAVE— 
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Reserve your place on Charter 
Rolls (initiation 3.3.0, An- 
nual Subscription €5.5.0) 
which assures a substantial 
saving over Regular Member- 
ship Fees (Initiation £6.60, 
Annual Subscription € 10.10.0): 

Applicants from the Conti- 
nent may enclose Initiation Fee 
in equivalent funds of their own 
country in cheque, money order 
or currency. 

The Playboy Club reserves 
the right to close the charter 
roster without prior notice. 


Bunny croupiers call the turn at the Playboy tables as members and 
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weekly or monthly basis. Hand- 
somely furnished in contempo- 
rary decor, each has its own TV, 
bath and kitchenette-bar. 
Daily maid and linens, 24- 
hour switchboard and porter 
services are included. Arrange- 
ments can be made for car-hire, 
theatre tickets, travel arrange- 
ments, secretarial service, sight- 
seeing tours, valet and laundry. 
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5 gns. daily, 30 gns. weekly and 
120 gns. monthly. For reserva- 
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twins, deluxe suites and pent- 
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262187 or phone MAY fair 6001. 
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“They just don't make two-way mir 


teason—but that isn’t the subject of my 


PLAYBOY: Lers move on 
Novel 10 Jack Ruby, who you 
murdered Oswald to “silence” him. 
you have any evidence that Ruby 
Oswald knew cach other? 
GARRISON: Though Ruby ai 
Report denied it vehemently, there 
simply no question about it. We didn't 
even have to do a great deal of investiga- 
tive digging: connections popped up 
everywhere we scratched the surface. 
PLAYBOY: What cvidence do you have 
10 support vour charge that Ruby was 
involved in anti-Castro exile activitie 
with Oswald and Ferric 
GARRISON: We € evidence 
Ruby not only to anti-Castro exile activi- 
tics but. as with almost everyone else 
involved in this case, to the CIA itself. 
Never forget that the СТА mainta 
great variety of curious alliances 
serve its purposes. It may be h 
imagine Ruby in а trench coat, but he 
seems to have been as good an employee 
of the CIA as he was a pimp for the 
Dallas cops. Just let me add parenther 
cally that J stress the word “employee 
here as opposed to “agent.” The CIA 
employs many people in many different 
tics, sometimes just on a retainer 
‚ and these individuals do not fall 
the overall authority of the CIA. 


from Gordon 
dam 
Do 
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they used to.” 


1 have solid evidence indicating that 
Ruby, Ferric. Oswald and others involved 
se were all paid by the CIA to 
functions: Ruby to smug- 
тїп» for Cuban exile groups, Furie to 
d to fly counterrevolutior 
ad Oswald. 


1 also have 


freedom to travel as a spy in Communist 


countries, particularly Cuba. But 1 have 
reason to believe that mone of them 
was a salaried agent operating under 


direct chain of command. Im this 
particular case—though, as with the oth- 
ers involved. it seems to have been unre- 
lated to his СТА work—Ruby was up to 
his neck with the plotters. Our investi; 
tors have broken a code Oswald used and 
found Ruby's private unlisted telephone 
number, as of 1963, written in Oswald's 
notebook. The same coded number м 
found in the address book of another 
prominent figure in this case. We have 
further evidence linking Ruby to the 
conspiracy, but it involves testimony to 
be given in court in the future, so I can't 
reveal it here. On the broader point of 
Ruby's involvement with anti-Castro exile 
activity, there can be no doubt what- 
socver. Let me refer you here to the tes 
timony of Nancy Perrin Rich before the 
Wanen Commission. This lady arrived 


in Dallas in 1961 with her husband. 
Robert Perrin, a gun runner and one 
time narcotics smuggler and, through 
police intervention, secured a job as a 
bartender at Ruby's Carousel Club. Sh 
quit soon after and didn't see Ruby again 
until one night when she and her hus- 
nd, as she tells it, attended a confer 
ence of anti-Castro exiles presided over by 
a lieutenant colonel—an Army colonel. 
she thought, She testified that Robert Per- 
rin was offered $10,000 if he would run 
guns 10 the underground in Cuba, and 
she haygled the sum up to 525.000. When 
Perrin demanded a cash retainer, a phone 
call was made and, shortly after. Mrs. 
Rich recounts, “I had the shock of my 
life, . . . A knock comes on the door 
та who walks but my litle friend. 
Jack Ruby. . .. You could have knocked 
mc over with а feather 
body looks like . . . here comes the 
jor." Ruby was the CIA bag man— 
or paymaster—for the operation, and he 
left immediately after. handing over a 
large sum in cash to the colonel. Mrs. 
Rich and her husband subsequently 
bowed out of the gun-smuggling deal, 
because, in her words, “I smelled an 
clement that I did not want to have any 
part of." Afraid of retaliation, she 
1 fled from Dallas and hid оп 
1 different cities, winding up finally 
in New Orleans, A year later, he was 
found dead of arsenic poisoning. Though 
it would be difficult to pick a slower and 
more excruciating way to kill yourself, it 
was officially declared a suicide, There arc 
too many other instances of Ruby's anti- 
Casuo activity то go into hei 
pears to have been the СТАУ b 
wide variety of anti-Castro adven. 
s. In this connection. let me point out 
that one of the documents classified top 
secret in the Archives isa CIA file entitled 
“The Activities of k Ruby.” Perhaps 
this will becom Book-of-the- Month 
Club selection in September 2038. 
PLAYBOY: Even if Ruby was associated 
with certain Cuban exile groups, as you 
claim, couldn't all of this be totally un- 
relied to the assassination? 
GARRISON: lI could be, but 
result of our investigation, I 
with the same certitude that I 
the sun will rise in the cast tomorrow 
morning, that Jack Ruby was 
in the conspiracy 10 kill John Ke 
Much of the evidence we've uncovered 


.. and every- 


about Ruby's involvement relates to our 
comt ca against Clay so the 
canon of legal ethics prevents me from 
broadcasting it before nial. But I will 


give vou one bit of evidence, recently 
uncovered by our office, that links Ruby 
to the conspiracy. Four days before the 
issination, on November 18th, 1953, a 
young woman from Dallas named Rose 
Cheramie was thrown from a moving car 
on а highway outside Eunice, Louisiana. 
She was badly bruised and taken to the 
East Louisiana Hospital in Jackson, Loui- 


siana. When she came out of sedation, 
on November 19th, she was distraught 
and sobbed that she had been thrown 
out of the car by associates of a man 
named Jack Ruby in Dallas. She claimed 


to have been sent by Ruby from Dallas 


to Miami to pick up a shipment of 
narcotic. When asked by a hospital 
attendant—who fortunately took notes of 
her remarks, in case the police had to be 
called hy she had been hurled 
from the car, she replied that narcotics 
smuggling was one thing, but she drew 
the line at murder. The President. she 
said, was going to be killed in Dallas 
within a few days. At this point, sadly 
enough, the hospital authorities seemed to 
dismiss her as hysterical and lost interest 
her story, although she repeated it in 
а the next day. After the assassina- 
tion, of course, people in the hospital be- 
came interested once more, but she had 
already checked out, leav forward- 
ing address other th Texas. 
There the story stood until a few months 
о, when we began scarching for Miss 
Gheramic, but it was too latc. After the 
assassination, she was killed by a hitand- 
run driyer on a highway outside Dallas. 
PLAYBOY: If Jack Ruby was really the 
sinister and cunning figure you 
him, why would he kill Oswald in the 
Dallas city jail, where his own appre- 
hension and conviction for murder were 
inevitable? Wasn't this more logically the 
act of a temporarily deranged man? 

GARRISON: First of all, let me dispose 
of this concept of the “temporarily de- 
ranged man.” This is a catchall term, 
employed whenever the real motive of a 
crime can't be nailed down. In the over- 
whelming majority of instances, the ac 
tions of human beings arc the dirca 
consequences of discernible motives. This 
is the fatal flaw of the Wa 
—its conclusion that the 
President Kennedy was the act of a tem- 
porarily deranged man, that the murder 
of Officer Tippit was equally meaningless 
and, finally, that Jack Ruby's murder of 
Oswald was another act of a temporarily 
deranged individual. It is, of course, 
wildly improbable that all three acts were 
coincidentally the aberrant acts of tem- 
porarily deranged men—although it's 
most convenicnt to view them as such, 
because that judgment obviates the ne- 
cessity of relentlessly investigating the 
possibility of a cons Jack 
Rubys case, his murder of Lec Oswald 
was the sanest act he ever committed; 
if Oswald had lived another day or so, 
he very probably would have named 
names, and Jack Ruby would have been 
convicted as a conspirator in the assas- 
tion plot. As it was, Ruby made the 
best of a bad situation by rubbing out 
Oswald in the Dallas city jail, since this 
act could be construed as an argument 
that he was “temporarily deranged.” But 
I differ with the assumption of your ques- 
tion, because, while there could have been 


по doubt in Ruby's mind that he would 
be arrested, he could very well have en- 
tertained hopes of escaping conviction. 
You've got to remember the atmosphere 
in Dallas and across the country at that 
time: when word was flashed to the crowd 
outside the jail that Oswald had been 
shot, they burst into wild applause. 
Ruby’s lawyer, Tom Howard, spoke for a 
sizable segment of public opinion when 
he said, “I think Ruby deserves a Con- 
gressional Medal" and the largest- 
circulation newspaper in the country, the 
New York Daily News, editorialized after 


Oswald's death that "the only good 
murderer is a dead murderer а 


nd the 
only good Communist a dead Commu- 
nist." In the two days between his arrest 
and his liquidation, Oswald had been 
convicted by the mass media as the Pres 
dent's assassin and as a Communist, and 
Ruby may well have felt that he would 
be acquitted for murdering such a uni 

versally despised figure. It turned out, of 
course, that he was wrong. and he be- 
came a prisoner of the Dallas police, 


forced over a year later to beg Earl War- 
ren to take him back to Washington, be- 
cause he wanted to tell the truth about 
“why my act was committed, but it can’t 
be said here . . . my Ше is in danger 


here.” But Ruby never got to Washing- 
ton, and he’s joined the long list of wit 


nesses with vi information who have 
shuffled off this mortal coil. 

PLAYBOY: Penn Jones, Norman Mailer 
and others have charged that Ruby was 
injected with live cancer cells in order to 
silence him, Do you agree? 

GARRISON: | can't agree or disagree, since 
I have no evidence one way or the other. 
But we have discovered that David 
Ferrie had a rather curious hobby in addi- 
tion to his study of cartridge trajectories: 
cancer research. He filled his apartment 
th white mice—at one point he had 
almost 2000, and neighbors complained— 
wrote a medical treatise on the subject 
and worked with a number of New Or- 
leans doctors on means of inducing 
cancer in mice. After the assassination, 


“Stone walls do not a prison make, but throw in 
armed guards and a general lack 
of amenities, and you've got something.” 
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one of these phy 
т 


ans, Dr. Mary Sher- 
п, was found hacked to death with a 
tchen knife in her New Orleans apart- 
ment. Her murder is listed as unsolved. 
Ferrie's experiments may have been pure- 
ly theoretical and Dr. Sherman's death 
completely unrelated to her association 
with Ferric; but I do find it interesting 
that Jack Ruby died of cancer a few 
weeks after his conviction for murder 
had been overruled in appeals court and 
he was ordered to stand trial outside of 
Dallas—thus allowing him to speak 
freely if he so desired. I would also noie 
that there was little hesitancy in killing 
Lee Harvey Oswald in order to prevent 
him from talking, so there is no reason to 
suspect that any more consideration 
would have been shown Jack Ruby if he 
had posed a threat to the architects of 
the conspiracy. 
PLAYBOY: Yor 


were “neo-Nazi 
ion. What would motivate Ruby, a 
Jew, to work with such people? 

GARRISON: Moncy. As as my office 
has been able to determine, Jack Ruby 
had no strong political views of his own. 
Historically, of course, there have been a 
number of self-hating Jews who abetted 
their own tormentors: Adolf Hitlers 
mentor in Vienna, Karl Lueger, was born 
а Jew, and I understand that one of the 
leading pro-Nazis in New York City, a 
retired millionaire who finances anti- 
Jewish activity across the country, is the 
son of a rabbi, But I don't believe Jack 
Ruby falls into this cuegory; he was just 
а hoodlum out for a buck. I will say 


with the understanding that it's pure 
ack 


speculation—it's not impossible that. 
Ruby developed certain guilt feclings 
prison over his role in the plot. Remem- 
ber his repeated lament, “Now there will 
be pogroms. They will kill all the Jews"? 
Most people assumed this was just the 
fantasy of a crumbling mind. But maybe 
Jack Ruby knew better than the rest of 
us what the master-racist authors of the 
id for the country. 
PLAYBOY: Let's move on from Jack Ruby 
10 David Ferric. Wesley Liebeler, the 
Warren Commission counsel who handled 
the New Orleans end of the inquiry, said 
Ferrie “was picked up shortly after the 
sassination and questioned by local 
officials of the FBI. I remember spe- 
cifically doing up a substantial stack of 
FBI reports on Ferrie that we reviewed 
in order to make our determination." He 
states that the FBI reports on Ferrie were 
not included in the Commission's 26 
volumes of evidence, “because it was so 
dear he wasn’t involved." Why do you 
refuse to accept this explanation? 

GARRISON: I think its a lovely explana- 
tion. Now perhaps Mr, Liebeler will in- 
tercede with the Department of Justice 
10 release 25 pages of the FBI report on 


176 Ferrie that have been classified top secret 


in the Archives. Then we'll all have a 
chance to sce for ourselves how cl 
it is that Ferrie wasn't involved. Every 
scrap of evidence we've uncovered. 
it hasn't been difficult to find—reveals 
not only the fact of his involvement but 
the reasons for it. His polities were ultr: 
right wing, as I indicated earlier, but 


we've been able to determine conclu- 
sively that his motivation was closer to 
t of the Cuban exiles on the “op- 
hatred of 


i 
erative” levela burning 
idel Castro. When Ca 
in the Sieri 
reported to have piloted guns for 
But in 1959, when Castro started to 


show his Marxist colors, Ferrie appears 
to have felt 


betrayed and reacted 


From that mo- 
ment on, he dedicated himself to Castro's 
overthrow and began working with 


exile groups such as the Cuban Demo- 


lations. He was reported to have 
been paid wp to $1500 a n 
named del 
But I haven't been able to check 
out Del Valle's involvement with Ferric, 
because on February 22, 1967, the same 
day Ferrie died in New Orleans, Del 
Valle's head was split open by a hatchet 
d he was shot through the heart in Mi- 
ami. His murder is listed as unsolved by 
the Miami police. In any case, Ferrie was 
recruited by the CIA, which employed 
hundreds of such people in their network 
of anti-Castro exile activities. From the 
Bay of Pigs on, he hated Kennedy as much 
as he did Castro; he felt that J.F.K, 
had bewayed the invasion brigade by not 
sending in air cover. As the events 1 
described earlier led to a détente betwes 
Russia and Amcrica, and as the FBI— 
under Kennedy's orders—started crack- 
ing down on the ClAsupported anti 
Castro underground, Ferrie's hatred for 
Kennedy grew more and more obsessive. 
Let me add here that this isn't just specu- 
lation on my part: we have a number 
of reliable witnesses who were privy to 
Ferrie's thoughts at this period and saw 
his hatred of Kennedy develop into a 
driving force. After the ion, as 
a matter of fact, something psychologi: 
cally curious happened to Ferrie: He 
dropped out of anti-Castro exile activi- 
ties, left the pay of the CIA and drifted 
aimlessly while his emotional problems 
increased to the point where he was 
totally dependent on huge doses of tran- 
quilizers and barbiturates. I don't know 
if Ferrie ever experienced any guilt 
about the assassination itself; but in his 
Jast months, he was a tortured man 
PLAYBOY: Alter Ferrie's death, you called 
it "an apparent suicide,” but the coroner 
announced that the autopsy showed death 
was due to а ruptured blood vessel at the 
basc of the brain, which caused a fatal 


hemorrhage. Have you subsequently re- 
solved the discrepancy in your points of 
iew? 

GARRISON: Di. Nicholas Cheua is an 
excellent coroner, and inasmuch as he 
found a total absence of traceable poi- 
sons or barbiturates in Ferrie's system, I 
would respect his opinion that it was a 
natural death. On the other hand, I can't 
help but lend a certain weight 10 two 
suicide notes Ferrie left in his apartment, 
onc of which said how sweet it was to 
finally leave this wretched life, I suppose 
it could just be a weird coincidence that 
the night Ferri ed two suicide 
notes, he died of al causes. 
PLAYBOY: Your critics have charged that 
your relentless investigation of Ferrie 
and the publicity the press gave to your 
charges against him induced the state 
of hypertension that was said to have 
caused his fatal hemorrhage. Do you feel 
in any way responsible for Ferrie’s death? 
GARRISON: 1 had nothing but pity for 
Dave Ferrie while he w 
have nothing but pi a now that 
he's dead. Ferrie was a pathetic and tor- 
tured creature, a genuinely brilliant man 
whose twisted drives locked him into his. 
own private hell. If I had been able w 
help Ferrie, I would have; but he w: 
in too deep and he was terrified. From 
the moment he realized we had looked 
behind the fagade and established that 
Lee Oswald was anything but a Commu- 
t, from the moment he knew we had 
iscovered the role of the CIA and 
Castro adventurers in the assassination, 
Ferrie began to crumble psychologically. 
So, to answer your question directly —yes, 
1 suppose 1 may have been responsible for 
Ferrie’s death. If I had left this case 


alone, if І had allowed Kennedy's mur- 
k the streets of 


deters to continue to w; 
America unimpeded, Dave Ferrie would 
probably be alive today. I don't feel per- 
sonally guilty about Ferrie's death, but I 
do feel terribly sorry for the waste of an- 
other human being. In a decper sense, 
though, Dave Ferrie died on November 
22, 1963. From that moment on, he 
couldn't save himself, and I couldn't 
save him. Ferrie could have quoted as 
his epitaph the last words of the Serb 
ап leader Draja Mikhailovitch be- 
lorc Tito shot him for collaboration: "I 
swept up in the gales of history. 
PLAYBOY: Many of the professional critics 
of the Wancn Commission appear to be 
prompted by political motives: Those on 
the lelt are anxious 10 prove Kennedy 
was murdered by a conspiracy within the 
blishment; and those on the right are 
cager to prove the assassination was an 
act of “the international Communist con- 
spiracy.” Where would you place your- 
self on the political spectrum—right, 
left or center? 

GARRISON: Thats a question I’ve asked 
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myself frequently, especially since this 
vestigation started and 1 found myself 
incongruous and disillusioning. 
h agencies of my own Gove 


in 
battle 
ment, ] can't just sit down and add up 


an 


my political beliefs like a mathematical 
sum, but I think, in balance, I'd turn up 
somewhere around the middle, Over the 
years, I guess I've developed a somewhat 
crvative attitude—in the traditional 
n sense of conservatism, as op- 
posed to the thumbscrew-and-rack con- 
servatism of the paramilitary right— 
particularly in regard to the importance 
of the idual as opposed to the state 


and the individual's own responsibilities 


to humanity. I don't think I've ever tried 
to formulate this into a coherent political 
philosophy, but at the root of my con- 
cem is the con 

being is not a digit: 
regard to the state and he's not 
in the sense that he can ignore 
men and his obligations to society, 1 w 
with the artillery supporting the division 
that took Dachau; I arrived there the 
day after s taken, when bulldozers 
were making pyramids of human bodies 
outside the camp. What I saw there has 
haunted me ever since. Because the law 


is my profession, I've always wondered 
about the judges throughout Germ 

who sentenced men to jail for pid 
pockets at a time when their own gove 
ment was jerking gold from the teeth 
of men murdered in gas chambers. I'm 
concerned about all of this because it 
isn’t a German phenomenon; it’s a hu- 
man phenomenon. It can happen here, 
because there has been no change and 
there has been no progress and there 
has been no increase of understanding 
оп the part of men for their fellow man. 
What worries me deeply, and I have seer 
it exemplified in this case, is that we in 
America arc in great danger of slowly 
evolving into a proto fascist state, It will 
be a different kind of fascist state from 
the one the Germans evolved; theirs 
grew out of depression and promised 
bread and work, while ours, curiously 
enough, seems to be emerging from 
prosperity. But in the final analysis, it's 
based on power and on the inability to 
put human goals and human conscience 
above the dictates of the state. Its origins 


can be traced in the tremendous war 
the 


machine we've built since 1945, 
“military-industrial complex" that Ei 
hower vainly warned us about, which 


“... What time do you go on duty, Lily?” 


now dominates every aspect of our life. 
The power of the states and Congress 

dually been abandoned to the 
ve Department, because of war 
ns; and we've seen the creation 
an arrogant, swollen bureaucratic 
complex totally unfettered by the checks 
and balances of the Constitution. In a 
and terrifying sense, our Gov- 
ernment is the CIA and the Pentagon, 
with Congress reduced to a debating 
society. OF course, you can't spot this 
trend to fascism by casually lool 


ise they won't 
be there. We won't build Dachaus and 
Auschwitzes; the clever manipulation of 
the mass media is creating a concentra- 
n camp of the mind that promises to 
be far more effective in keeping the popu 
lace in line. We're not going to wake up 
one morning and suddenly find ourselves 
n gray uniforms goose-stepping olf to 
work. But this isn’t the test. The test 
What happens to the individual who 
dissents? In Nazi Germany, he was 
physically destroyed; here, the process 
is more subtle, but the end results can 
be the same. I've learned. enough about 
the machinations of the CIA in the 
to know that this is no longer 
amworld America I once believed 
n. The imperatives of the population 
explosion, which almost inevitably will 
lessen our bclicf. the sanctity of 
the individual human life, combined 
with the awesome power of the CIA and 
the defense establishment, seem «сы 
to seal the fate of the America I knew as 
a child and bring us into a new Orwel- 
ian world where the citizen exists for the 
state and where raw power justifies any 
and every immoral act. I've always a 
kind of knee-jerk trust in my Govern- 
ment’s basic integrity, whatever political 
blunders it may make. But I've come to 
ze d Washington, deceiving 
and manipulating the public are viewed 
by some as the natural prerogatives of 
office. Huey Long once said, “Fascism 
will come to America in the name of 
ani Ym afraid, based on my 
own experience, that fascism will come 
to America in the name of national 
сш 
PLAYBOY: Considering all the criticism 
that has come your w d you still 
launch your investigation into the assas- 
sination if you had it to do over ag 
GARRISON: As long as the men who 
shot John Kennedy to death in Dallas 
are walking the streets of America, I will 
continue this investigation. I have no re 
grets about ini g it 
regrets about carrying it on to its con 
clusion. If it takes me 30 years to nail 
every one of the assassins, then 1 will 
continue this investigation for 30 years. 
1 owe that not only to Jack Kennedy 
but to my country 
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Honest 


John 


Great sounds great. Good sounds good. So-so sounds so-so. Bad sounds bad. And rotten sounds rotten. 


The Honest John is Sony’s TC-530 stereo 
recorder. And its gimmick is very simple. 

Any tape you play will sound like what it is. 

It works like this: 

Sound is recorded as patterns of magnetized 
areas. To translate these patterns back into 
sound the recorder has to ‘‘read”’ the tape. 

That’s where the tapehead gap comes in. In 
effect it’s the eye that reads the tape. 

If the gap is wide, it has to read the tape in 
big, coarse chunks. 

But the gap on the TC-530 is only 2 microns 
wide. (35 times narrower than a human hair.) 

So the TC-530 is forced to read the tape in 
very small doses. Just 2 microns of tape at a 
time. 

The result is sort of a fine-sieve effect. 


Not even the finest high-frequency patterns 
can pass by the tapehead undetected. 

There’s nothing lost and nothing gained. 
Every blip, drop, dot and dash of sound gets 
picked off the tape, fed through the circuits, 
then into the speaker system: 

Twohigh-compliance woofers in the case, and 
two Satellite speakers for the middle and high 
tones. (Alias, The XL-4 Quadriradial Sound 
System.) 

And the sound that comes off the tape is the 
sound that went on it. 

So use good tapes—for instance, tapes you've 
made with The Honest John—and HonestJohn 
will play good music. 

But use rotten tapes, and as ye sow so shall 
ye reap. 
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grooms your hair as it helps clean away 
dirt and dandruff... prevent grease build- 
up. Other hairdressings build up grease 
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Groom & Clean you can see and feel the 
difference. Your hair stays neat. groomed 
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would you do it fon a penny? 

(continued from page 127) 
on the ends so you could wind it back 
up if you rolled out a tot too much, 

‘One-to-one eggs were selling well. 

Sesameseed party crackers had fallen 
off a point or two, but barbecue snacks 
were on the rise. (Good, good!) 

He accumulated a box of cornflakes 
with very puky dehydrated peach slices 
inside, a can of pink applesauce that 
resembled wee moss from fairyland and 
a package of kosher hot dogs. But as for 
the main hunt, there was very little to 
stir the blood or put color in the check 
(Women with machines in their hair, 
and particularly those wearing snoods 
with cilia waving, would be restricted to. 
the bathrooms of the world, never even 
the living room—much les a public 
supermarket—when Arlo was elected 
God.) 

Just as he turned right at dog food, 
somewhat abaft of canary seed, he 
caught sight of a pair of floral-patterned. 
hip-huggers with belbbottoms, the out- 
line of the lower rolled edge of the 
underpants barely discernible in retief. A 
ийе skinny, perhaps, this silver-blonde 
with the loose and lacy matching top cut 
im an octagon far down the spine, but 
still the pelvic girdle looked highly 
functional. 

Arlo stalked her past detergents, floor 
waxes and aerosol bombs (staying up- 
wind so the beast would not catch his 
spoor), trying to whether his 
opening gambit need necessarily be the 


decide 


standard collision of carts, the chancier 
request for advice about spring vege- 
inquiry as to 
a day 
time soap. The latter worked well enough 
in the Hollywood Ranch at this hour, 


tables or а goto-hell 


whether or not he had seen her o 


but it smacked of “the Industry"; and 
when coming on with actresses, it was 
akways terra incognita. 

Before he could reconcile the tactic, 
she was joined at the juncture of dough- 
nuts and fruit juices by a man in an 
open-weave T-shirt (brawny, shaved 
carly in the day). They began discussing 
what to have for tomorrow's dinner as 
Arlo scurried past them. A foul oath 
escaped Arlo's clenched teeth. 


It was neither May nor fair at the 
Maylair Market at Fountain and La 
Brea. A vast wasteland of dozing clerks 
and Muzak. An empty repository for 
rows and rows of color-coded commodi- 
tie. A stalking ground without prey. A 
shame. A pure pain in the ass. He wasted 
half an hour buying а of Pledge 
and three tins of sardines in wine sauce. 
But a5 ye cruise, so shall ye be cruised: 
He was accosted briefly and toothily by 
an aging homosexual with liver spots, 


who asked him how you tell a fresh 
cantaloupe. 

As a last resort, before bed and a Sec- 
onal, Arlo did not turn north up his 
street, but continued ahead to a usually 
arid desert, Ralph's on Hollywood past 
Western. And there, as if the big Green- 
grocer in the Sky, He who smiles favor- 
ably on all such hegiras, had finally 
come back into the office and noticed 
Arlo’s bution lit on the board and sent 
her to him—there she stood, limn 
the fluorescents of dalliance, lush 
simplicity of her skintight yellow-ochre 
capris, seen through a glass starkly, 
wrestling with a grocery cart in the 
immense front window of Ralph's. Arlo 
had almost gone shooting past the super 
m was possible to clock the entire 
action in the store with а fast. pasdown 
in the parking lot—but now, keeping one 
eye on the trembling roundnesses pro- 
duced by her attempted disentangle- 
ment of the cart from its insertion into 
the long line of insertions (Oh, Lord, i 
sertions!), he did a full 360-degree turn 
and plowed to а stop, half on the con- 
crete walk that edged the storefront 

Arlo sprinted into the store, 12 sec 
onds tardy, She had wrenched the cart 
free from its paramour, next in the line, 
and she was wheeling it down the near- 
est aisle, а sidetoside hipslung move- 
ment that was all sinuousness and the 
music of silks on silks, Arlo was trans 
ported. Oh, thank you, thank you, Great 
Greengrocer in the Sky! 

Arlo pursued, a cart before him like 
Quixote's lance and shield. A breakneck 
lurch that slowed and modified into his 
strolling pace as he neared her behind, 
as he neared behind her, as behind 
1 


Fearing she might turn at any mo. 
ment, Arlo obfuscated: Не wrenched 
camouflage from the shelves and flipped 
it into the cart, heedless of form or con- 
tent to the act; a box of Tampax, a tin of 
litchi nuts, a jar of maraschino cherries, 
a frozen pack of prawns, dietetic grape- 
fruit slices. 

Now he swung alongside her, two 
vehicles steaming down the freeway aisles 
of life, destined to cross at a king's X of 
inevitability. Arlo perused prices, hefted 
weights, compared viscosities; meanwhile 
his thoughts cascading, plunging, ava- 
lanching down corridors of cunning. 
Wait, hak! See her now comparing bot 
tled salad dressings, a bare minimal ten 
feet from you. What beauty, what form 
what a goddamn eternal verity, fade to 
black and ecstasy! 

Now she moves on . . . having se- 
lected nothing. No clue, no hint, a major 
battle, this. Wait—there goes the vine 
gar into the cart, and now, joy of joys, 
the olive oil! An old-fashioned girl, no 
prepared. dressings for her! 

Now she's at pet foods. Dog or cat? 
Let it be a dog, dear Lord, let it be a 


If your girl 

doesn’t respond to YU, 
she probably has 
acold. 


YU by Pinaud 
Fine Toiletries for Men from $1.50 


PLAYBOY 
INTERVIEWS 


Sixteen bold, bracing dialogues between 
ptayeoy and Richard Burton, Martin 
Luther King, Frank Sinatra, Robert Shel- 
ton, Ayn Rand, Malcolm X, Arthur Schle- 
singer, Madalyn Murray, Melvin Belli, 
Ralph Ginzburg, Vladimir Nabokov, the 
Beatles, Jean-Paul Sartre, Art Buchwald, 
lan Fleming and Timothy Leary. 

А candid and controversial book. Photo- 
graphs, hard cover, 416 pages. $5.95. 
At your favorite bookstore, or 

send check or money order to: 

PLAYBOY PRESS 

919 N. Michigan Ave. 

Chicago, Illinois 60611 
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What do you 
expect from a 4” power ^ 
drill priced under $15.00? 


Certainly not electric shock! 


Ordinary power drills may be fine. But extraordinary drills at 
the same price are better. For example, this red-handled 
Millers Falls Shock-Proof beauty. Two layers of insulation 
protect you from electric shock. No 3-prong plug or ground- 
ing nuisance. Just smooth, cool-rum 
ance that tells you to expect the best from Millers Falls, in 
value as well as safety. To make tools safe, you've got to 
make them better. We do, in Greenfield, Massachusetts. 


The safest name in tools. 


1g power. And perform- 


7 = 


{һе great 
wrap around 


Soak it up! Thirsty 
cotton terry cloth 
makes great wrappings 
post pool, shower or 
sauna. For playboys: 

a new kick called the 
bath kilt. One size fits 
all. For playmates: our 
svelte bath sari in S, M, 
L sizes. Snugly secured 
by side buttons. Each 
jn convenient carrying- 
case. Clever "His" and 
“Hers” gift thinking: 
MM326, kilt, $5 ppd; 
MM327, sari, $6 ppd. 
Shall we enclose a gift card in 
your name? Send check or money 
order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, 
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ш. 


60611. Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge to their keys. 


— 


dog. Parakeet seed? Well, Arlo would 
try anything once, no scene was 100 
freaky, really: When you're in love, any- 
thing is correct. 

Suddenly, she was looking at him. 
Not in his general direction, but directly 
at him. Staring, with an unfocused in- 
tensity. Arlo panicked. It wasn't sup- 
posed to work like this. Which way 
could he run? He was hemmed in by 
specials on onecalorie cola and potato 
chips. She was starting toward him. 

“Excuse me, but don't I know you?" 

Of all the phrases, words, sentences, 
polemics, diatribes, inducements, 
dishments, lead-ins, rhetoric in 
thesaurus of hustle, nowhere w; 
an answer to her ridiculously wite—dis- 
arming—question. Arlo clutched. His 
throat froze. Не stared at her, а masto- 
don in ice, 7,000,000 centuries frozen 
solid, staring out of that giant popsicle at 
Ашипфеп and his party. 

"Mmm. I'm sorry. I guess not. 

She wheeled away, Arlo forgotten. 

“Wa 

"No, I was wron; 
up close, I'm not w 

He followed he hurriedly, cool 
blown. “Wait a second!” Baked-bean 
pyramids and he collided, cans went 
clattering, he surged on heedless. "I 
want to take advantage of you. I mean, I 
was trying to uh, er. um, decide whether 
to ask your advice about something, ex- 
ше shy 


You look 
ор my con 


ou how 


I wonder if 1 could ask 
to tell a fresh cantaloupe. . . 

She stopped dead, whirled, hands flat 
in readiness for a kungfu chop. “You're 
about as shy mako shark, and vou 
don't want my advice, OF all the t 
t possibly want, my advice is 
mong them.” She did a sprightly 
d tooled the cart away from 


him. 
‘ou're evil!” he called after her. “You 
torment men for kicks!" 

In the parking lot, his brains having 
turned to cottage cheese, Arlo screamed 
senselessly at the cosmos. And at the gas 
gauge he had neglected getting тс 
paired, The Hi refused to start. It 
hacked a tubercular gasp and the clec- 
tric fuel pump chirered like ground 
squirrels. Gasless, Arlo was pounding 
the Dervington steering wheel when she 
Gime out of the supermarket with her 
grocer 

The nearest open gas station was two 
miles ам the corner of. Franklin and 
Vine. And the only other 
was hers. Arlo lurched out of the Healey 
d pursued. her. 

“Hey!” 

One step closer, Sunny Jim, and I 
give you ippon seoi nage over my 
right hip you'll never forget" She 
dumped the bag of groceries into the 
rear scat of the Dart and turned back 
quickly as if Апо were a Vict Cong cut- 


on the lot. 


. He put his hands atop his head. 
"I do not prowokel" 
Vanish, masher.” 


you ing depths of 
ludicrousness unknown to Western man.” 

“АЙ 1 want is you should drive me 
down to the gas sta corner of Frank- 
lin and Vine. Vl sit in the back seat. ГЇЇ 
sit on my hands, You can tie me up. I'm 
outta gas, it’s late, I gotta headache. 

“I don't believe you. You stink. 

“Look. You don't trust me all that dı 
tance, two miles in the car alone with 
you, I'll go inside, buy a two-ninety-eight 
garden hose and cut off a piece I can 
use to siphon off a coupla liters of gas. 
With your permission.” 

"Em convinced, get in." 

He didn't move. “It’s a trick. You'll hit 
me.” 

“I believe you, 1 believe you. Any- 
body who would volunteer to take a 
mouthful of gas without being at gun- 
point must be telling the truth. Get in.” 

He sat on his hands all the way there, 
and back. 

"Though he was deathly afra 
Aro pressed his meager 
With the [umy can of gas burblin 
his tank, he stopped her before she 
could drive awa 

“Maybe, uh, you should follow me 
back t0 the gas station to fill it up. I 
might have damaged the manifold hous- 
g coupler or something, tying to start 
t. It might conk out." 

“There is no such thing in th 
asa manifold housing coupler." 

“See, Tm driving а lemon. I need you 
to follow me.” 

"How the hell did I herit you. 

"In Korea, if you save someone's 
you become responsible for hi 
Nice custom, don’t you think?" 

She grimaced. “Franz Kafka is up 
there, writing my life.” 

Arlo looked out from under thick eye- 
lashes. It was his Jackie-Cooper-As-The- 
Kid look. “I've come to depend on you. 
You're so sell-possessed. 

Half an hour later, they were on com- 
mon civility terms, sharing the best chili 
dogs in Los Angeles at Boris Stand, 
corner of La Brea and Melrose, all bech, 
plenty hot, lowa onions, two bits, you 
couldn't do better. 

And half an hour later—inexplicably 
—they were on the verge of what Arlo 
called "a warm, humid experience," hav 
ing driven out to Los Angeles Inter 
tional Airport, to a road bisecting a 
landing approach, where the jets passed. 


1 of her, 


at beast 


le, 
forever. 


directly over their heads. 
‘Can you tell me what we are doing 
here at two-forty-cight Ам." she asked 


Arlo. He said nothing. She rolled down 
the window. “Can anybody tell me what 
I'm doing here at this dumb hour with 
very possibly an ax murderer and rapist?” 
she screamed into the night. There was 
mo answer. 


Helluva sense of whimsy, Arlo mused, 
g closer. 
Tell me about yourself,” Arlo gam. 
bited. 

“This theatrical pose I wi 
a snare and a delusion. Т am, 
Anastasia, true carina of all the Rus 
sias, and I'm wearing а plastic nose. My 
father was Lamont Cranston, and he 
met an untimely end via the worst case 
of Duichelm blight ever diagnosed at 
Johns Hopkins. He contacted it from 
Lupe Velez during a mad, passiona 
night deep in the heart of Mount Etna, 
where my father was conducting guided 
tous. I am engaged to а Doberman 
pinscher. 

Helluva sense of whimsy, Arlo mused, 
edging closer. 

“Stop edging closer" she suggested 
violently. 

"Look!" Arlo said. “Here comes onc. 

The Boeing 707 came out of the night 
like Sinbad's roc, screaming shrilly, and 
Anastasia screamed. shrille 

The great silvery bulk of it, totally ob- 
scuring the sky, sailed out of the black- 
ness mere feet above them, all vastness 
and terror. The 707 touched down al- 
most as soon as it passed over them and 
an instant later was а half mile down the 
runway. 

Anastasia had pulled closer to Arlo. 
She was now wrapped in his arms. 

"Scary, isn't it?” Апо smiled. 

“I wet myself,” she said. She did not 
seem delighted with Arlo. 
ned across slightly and Кіса 
her. "Easy," she said, inserting an elbow 
imo the conversation. "And that's an 
order, not a description.” 

Progres! thought 
be getting back 

He started the car and made a U-turn. 

“That was a helluva whimsical thing 
you said, when the plane passed over,” 
Arlo chuckled. 

“Which? 

"About what you did when the 


ed; 


"We'd better 


plane —— 
“It was a statement of fact” 
At Arlo's apartment, alter she had 


hung her thi 
an omelet. “I 
varieties, all delicious. 
She aimed a finger at 
lucky I share an ар 
sleeper, because underwear or no unde 
wear, 1 wouldn't have let you con me 
to coming up here." 
"Spanish, Viennese, Ranch-style Al- 
banian——" 
You have an indomitable will. Noth- 
ing seems to get to you. Brick walls and 


gs up to dry, he offered her 
ake cight differen 


"Look: I'm very hungry, mostly be- 
cause you had the bad taste to remind 
me, and I'd like nothing better than a 
good omelet; but when I say nothing 
better, I mean exactly that. You still 


a casual pickup, even though for some 
nutty reason we have managed to travel 
along this far together and my bikini 
briefs are drying over your shower cur- 
0. Does my mesage penetrate? 


Arlo grinned infectiously. "Like a call 
from the spirit world. My father taught 
me. He was a master chef in New York 


hotels most of his life, except for a cou- 
ple of years when he was captaining the 
kitchen of a luxury liner. Spanish, Corsi- 
can, Tibetan, German-Bavarian——" 

She sat down on the arm of an over- 
stuiled Morris chair, courtesy of the 
landlord. She pulled his blue bathrobe 
closer around her. A flash of leg re 
minded him there was nothing between 
them but the robe. “You know, Arlo, I 
have to tell you, concisely, I think you 
е the bummest wip I have ever been 
Not only are you funny-looking but 
a perceptible animal cunning 
your and very frankly, but nothing 
could get me to go to bed with you, 
so forget the whole idea right now. 
How the hell do you make an Albani 
omelet?” 

Any second now, she'll notice them, 
Arlo gloated. 

He moved in and kissed her. It was 
an аа of humor on his part, an act of 
politeness on hers. “Now that we have 


ng up. 
nished into the utili 


nd thrilt shop 
wha termed Early Im- 
pecunity), but more than sufficient for his 
needs. He procceded to make a Spanish 
omelet, which was the only kind he 
could make, and that as а reult of end- 
less hours following the recipe in F: 
Farmers Boston cookbook. Fscolhier 
had no trepidation about living in the 
universe with Arlo. But this he had 
ned (Arlo, not Escoffier): One cannot 
make an omelet without breaking eggs. 
Arlo had broken dozens. 

He threw in a palmful of paprika and 
brown sugar and oregano, 
You collect coins,” she called from 
the other room. 

Beachhead secured! he rejoiced. 
fy father did," he answered, with- 
out turning from the stove. He had no 
need to go into the other room to see 
what she was doing. He could picture it 
perfectly. The picture was always the 
same, because it always happened just 
this way. She was standing before the flat, 
glass-covered case, about the size of an 
opened newspaper. It stood on its own 
black wroughtiron pedestal, a Herman 
Miller design that had been’ bolted to 
the underside of the case. The little Ten- 
sor limp was turned in such a way that 
the beam fell directly on the arrange- 
ment of coins lying on their black-velver 
pad in the case. 

“They're very handsome," she called. 

“Yes, they were Dad's pride and joy 


ne 
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he said, not turning from the stove. 

“They must be valuable,” she said. 

He turned from the stove, smiling а 
secret smile. Then he turned back to thc 
stove and scraped the ruined omelet 
into the sink disposal, started over арай 

ith grited teeth, and knew 
shouldn't have turned from the stove. 

When he brought out their plates 
and set them on the coffee table, she 
was still leaning over the case, mesmer- 
ized, hands behind her back, not wanting 
to put fingerprints on the carefully 
polished glas. Arlo smiled his own 
Spanish omelet of a secret smile. 

She looked at the omelet uneasily as 
he went back to get a quart of milk 
from the refrigerator. She was back 
the coin case when he returned with it 
"Your omelev'll get cold," he said. And 
she came over to the sofa, sat down and 
addressed herself to the egg without real- 
ing Arlo was looking at her exposed left 
thigh. 

“You keep them out where anyone 
could steal them?” 

Arlo shrugged and ate a bite of omelet. 
Tt was awful She wasn't saying any- 
thing about her, however. “I seldom 
have people over.” he explained. And 
mused that while he had just lied outra- 
geously, the usual modus operandi had 
not been like this evening's. Underwear. 
He'd have to examine the ramifications 
of that ploy, at his leisure. 

“Ie took Dad over thirty years to find 
all those. Myself, I could never under- 
stand the kick he got out of it. Th 


he 


never meant much to me—until he 
died. 
He choked up. She paused with a 


forkful on the way to mouth. The a 
praisal she gave him the crue 
one: If he could pass the sincerity test, 
the rest was downhill. 

But when he died . . . 
prompted. him. 


Arlo plunged on. "It was all he 
left me. All those years he worked so 
damned hard, and he had so little to 
show for it. Just those coins. He left 
them to me, and well it ma ve 
seemed а dumb way to spend time—col- 
lecting coins—when 1 was you and 


ound. В. 


e very 


he was 
they beca 


when he was gone, 
mportant. It was like 
keeping a little bit of him with me. He 
was a good guy—never really under- 
stood me, but I suppose that's typical 
ith the parents of our generatio, 
Lofty. Very lofty, and as far away from 
sex talk as he could get without going 
into withdrawal. "They must be quite 
valuable,” she said адай 
He nodded, munching. "As a matter 
of fact, they are. Twice I got real 
and decided to sell them, but when 
got right down to the old nitty-gritty, I 
couldn't do it. Once 1 took а job selling 
shoes and the other time I hocked my 
tape recorder. I didn’t realize how impor- 
tant the coins had become to me till 


then. They were worth about fifteen 
hundred when he died, but by now 1 
could probably trade the collection 
on a Maserati if 1 wanted to.” 

She seemed appalled. “That's a ten 
idea." 

He chuckled. "I was only kidding. I 
wouldn't do it. They meant so much 10 
Dad. 1 guess it’s rubbed off. They're im- 
portant to me now. That nickel in the 
upperleft-hand corner is worth about 


two hundred and fifty bucks alone. 
How's the omele” 
ood." She s d at him. He i 


depth now. Substance. A past. A present, 
lying there on black velvet. 

When they finished ing, she took 
the plates to the sink and washed the 
and used a Brillo pad on the роосу sl 
let Arlo watched quick flashes of her 
through the doorway as she moved 
k and forth. He sank down in the sofa 
and felt secure. When she was finished 
and had dried her hands on the little 
dish towel, he called in to her, “There's 
a boule of hand lotion under the sink. 

He heard her open the cabinet. A few 
minutes later, she re-entered the 
room. dry-washing her hands. 
you often have ladies wash your dishes; 
that boule of lotion is almost empty." 

"Not too often.” 

“It's a kindness only a man with 
female companions would appreciate." 

"I appreciate all sorts of things: like 
doing the dishes. That was very 
се. You looked home in there.” He 
extended his hands. She took them. 

“The least a girl сап do is pay for her 
supper.” He drew her down beside him 
on the sofa, but she scrunched away. 
“Whoops. Let me rephrase that.” 

Arlo scrunched closer, tried for a ki 
aimed for her lips, landed on her cheek. 

“J thought we had all that settled?’ 
she reminded him. 

He ran an all-seeing finger across her 
high cheekbone. "If you were serawny 
like a Keane р ng. you could be a 

lel with a face like that” 

"Im part Indian. My grandfather on 
my mother's side. 1 could even"—she 
slapped his hand away from there— 
"speak a little Sioux when I was a kid. 
She slapped his hand a second tim 
“Please, Arlo.” She stood up suddenly. 
“I'd beuer check, make sure my things 
are dry by now.” 

Stay, ГЇ be good. Word of honor." 


“I know about your honor. Таг 
nished." 
Tve never spoken to an Indian 


before. An Amerindian, as a matter of 
cold fact. Talk some Sioux to me." 
She took a step toward the bathroom 
he grabbed her hand and she let him. * 
don't remember any. 
"Its just like English, isn't i 
sense syllables. He w 
they both knew what was happening 
mean, you leave out a few of the small 


Non- 
and 


words and put ‘um’ at the end of the 

others? Me wantum you? 
She laughed. He stood up and tried to 

hold her, but she did a fast twostep. 

have the she said, embed- 

ng a restraini his chest (the 

finger s long. painted, and hurt 


like hell), "that I'm being turned into a 
tease. And Pm not. Maybe I'm not as 
bright as T ought to be. bur... oh, hell, 


use to defend myself.” Her v 
tened. “Thanks for the omelet. I've got 
to get dressed. If my roommate wa 
up and I'm not back, she'll call the safe- 
andoft squad, or whoever it is they call 
when a girl's been broken and entered.” 

They looked at each other for a 
long moment, over a distance that she 
increased geometrically as the micro- 
instants elapsed. When she had attained 
a distance of several light-years, there in 
the dim living room, she turned away 
and went into the bathroom. 

Consider now: all that firm girlstuff, 
busily hooking bra under breasts, pull- 
ing it around so the cups are in front, 
pulling it up, stuffing and handling gin- 
gerly; stepping into, putting on, pulling 
over, adjusting to, smoothing out, hook- 
ing on, slipping into. While over th 
beyond lath and plaster, Arlo, Great 
White Humer, coming to a rapid boil. 
Knowing now was the penultimate mo- 
ment And in some ways the best 
t of all, for now was all anticipation 
without even the slightest disappoint 
ment, Now she was perfect, unflawed, 
and the best since Helen of Troy. 

She came out of the bathroom, gath- 
cred everything she needed, and as he 
made to rise, put out a palm against the 
between them. He She 
smiled with genuine affection, nodded 
slightly as if to say, it could never be, oh, 
my Heathcliff, and went to the door. 

No exit lines 

She rurned the knob and pulled ihe 
door inward. 

Quietly now. Arlo: "Do me one small 
favor before you go?” She turned and 
looked at him, wide open now that safety 


no- 


sank back. 


was a mere threshold away. He got 
up and went to the bookshelf near the 
kitchen. He took down a large Royal 


Doulton Toby jug of Dick Turpin the 
highwayman and shook a key out of 

Anastasia didn't move from the door- 
way. She merely watched as he moved 


smoothly across the room to the coin 


case, inserted the key in the lock, turned 
it, opened the glass rop and removed 
something. He closed the case, relocked it, 
returned the key to the Toby jug and 
came to her, there in the doorway 
“Everybody grows up sometime,” he 
said. “I'm going to have to sell this col- 
lection someday, probably someday soon. 
My Healey's about ready for Medicare. So 
what I'd like you to do for me—" 
He hesitated, beat beat beat, 


then 
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offered 
The penny luy there aga 
nd she stopped. breathing. 

He was humble about it. Truly hum- 
ble. “I remember Dad coming home 
with this one. He was like a kid with a 
new toy. A guest on shipboard had 
given it to him in exchange for some 
well-made péche flambée. Turned out 
10 be rare.” 

“1 can't!” she said absolutely. 


hand ко her, opening the fist. 
st his palm, 


He went on swiftly. "Oh, it’s not as 
expensive as, ва 1877 Indian head, 
or some of the English pennies, but it's 
pretty Something about they pulled 


it off the counters soon after it w: 
minted. I want you to have it. Please. 


3 


He put the penny in her 
nd. She held it as though it were stuck 
г of dust and spider wi 
at it down there, blazi 
glowing in her palm. "It was my dad's, 
then it was mine, and now it's yours. 
You can't refuse a gift someone gives 
you like that." 

"But why? Why me?" 

“Because,” he shrugged as a little boy 
might shrug, "you're nice people. Make 
it into a pin or something.” 

He closed her fingers around it. 
“Now. good night. I'll be talking to 


He wi 


ked away from her and 
switched on the television set. It was а 
test pattern. He sat down and watched it 
for а moment, and then he heard the 
door close. When he turned at the 


sound, he was all awareness at that in- 
stant; she was still in the room, leaning 
against the door, fist closed over the won- 
der that lay therein, watching him. 


Arlo awoke just alter one o'clock the 
next day. The scent of her perfume still 
occupied the other side of the bed. He 
suctched, kicked the sheet off his naked. 
legs and said to the familiar ceiling, 
"My, that. was nic 

He showered and put the coffee 

Then, as he finished dressing, 
opened the litle drawer beneath 
ошик box—the drawer you might 
realize was there unles you were 
cifically looking for a little d 
there in that particular cuff 
and in anticipation of the coming eve- 
ning, removed one of the three re- 
maining old pennies (the last of 14 he 
had bought in the batch) and carried 
it into the living room. As he unlocked. 
the coin case, he made a mental note to 
stop down at the coin shop and pick up 
nother batch of old pennies. He was 
running low. 

He relocked the case and was returi 
ing the key to the Toby jug, when th 


He picked it up and said, "Hi," and 
got venom poured right into his ear. 

“You bastard! You lying, low, thicv- 
ing, seducing sonofabitch! You miserable 
con artist! You plaguebearer, you Ty- 
phoid Mary, you Communist fag ratfink 
bastard!" 

"e 


‘ou low scum dog, you. You crud. Of. 
all the low, rotten. ugly, really outright 
evil demeaning si creep Tas- 


the most 
hideous- 
H 


you shit? TH tell you 
s new! Among other things, that 
n of your dear old Daddy's is new. 
New enough to be worth exactly one 
lousy cent. Not a rare! Not a valuabl 
Not a nothing, that’s whats. new!" 
Horror comsed through Arlo“ stran- 
gled words. “Wh— What?" He coughed, 
choked, swallowed hard. “Wh you 
talking abou? Whaddaya mean? Tell 


Her voice was less steamy. There was 
an edge of doubt now. “I took it down 


today; there's a numismatist in the office 
building where I work. 
Allront lived in his shock, “You 


what? You had my fathers penny ap- 
praised? You did that? What kind of a 
perso З 


, don't uy to make me ше 
Ic wasn't valuable at all. It 
just a miserable old penny like a 
million others, and you got me into bed 
with it, that's what! You lied to me 
Softly, he crept in between her re- 
ck. "I don't believe it.” 
“Well, it's true. 
No” 
es у 
Period.” 
‘Oh, my God,” he husked. "Dad never 


and yes! Worth a per 


knew. He always thought . . . how cruel 
22. how awfully cruel . . . that man 
who gave it to him on shipboard . . . I 


can't believe it _ . 


"There was silence at the other end. 
“Oh, God . . ." he murmured. Then, 
after a while, gently, "Vm sorry. 1 didi 
know . .. listen, 1 don't think I want to 
talk anymor сизе me... .” 
She stopped him. 
Silence. 
"Aro?" Very gently from her. 
Silence again, then, almost а whisper: 
"RESTO on at 


oh, Jeezus. - . - 


I didn't mean to” 


“No, really. It was а rotten t 
me to do. I'd—I'd like to” 
isn't 

“No, really, J mean it. I'd like to 
are you busy tonight . . . could 1 come 
over and maybe’ 

Arlo held the phone with one hand, 
unlocked the case with the other. As he 
removed the penny, making a mental 
note to perhaps put off that trip to the 
coin shop for a week or so, he said w 
absolute 10 the mouthpiece, “1 
guess so. Yeah, OK. Why don't you stop 
off at a deli and pick up some corned 
beef and pickles and we сап... 


g for 


ТНЕРОРОРСАР asse 


lying. Now I was close to some truth for 
the first time since this caper began. 
The Arapaho specialized in used 
books and back-issue mags: and unless 
you knew where to look, you'd never 
connect this store the popart craze. 
A small yellow card in the window was 
the only clue to their “by appointment 
only” comics room, which featured їшї 
such as the first copy of Batman, which 
you could whisk home for a hundred fish. 
Other collector's items sold for double 
that price. Га never seen the room, but 
the window card described it as “a 
collector's wall-to-wall paradis 
n ded me of the way some of 
the New York shops handled their porno 
line. In LA, pop art was right up there 
with 
I climbed the carpeted steps to the 
mez ned the area 
for a nervouslooking chick. Who'd be 
Miss Maddox. 


a bald guy asked. He 
ked as though he hadn't been out- 
side a book cover in y his skin 
looked white enough to s 
m here to meet a young lady.” 

in our pop- 
classics room waiting for you. 


cases, to a door with a Batman poster 
tacked to it. I tried the handle. The door 
was unlocked. I stepped in. 

The card in the window had been cor- 
rect in its description: АП four walls 
were ablaze with caped heroes in long 
underw Marvel, lightning 
bolt and all, rode a torpedo in one cor- 
the Phantom wrestled a. fat. yellow 
tiger in another; Batman and Robin were 
locked in battle with some clowndaced 
weirdo in a purple tux. The room was 
rafter-jammed with comic books spilling 
out. of shelves апа boxes. 

But none of this really held my atten- 

Lorraine Maddox did. A beautiful 

Early 205 Ash-blonde 
Powderblue knit dress that cooperated 
with her figure. 

Lorraine didn 


sty anything—but her 


cut throat gav and 
degree to 

headwaiter's 

shirt. She'd spoiled a collectors stack of 


pre War comics: blood-soaked issues of 
Superman are hard to hustle. 

I didn’t touch but I did go 
through her purse, being damn careful 
not to lea у prints. I found the usual 
woman's goop. Except for two items: a 
news clip on the Palisades death of 
Anson DeWitt, Jr. (with all the de 
about the suicide note underlined), aud 


photo of Miss Maddox in amorous 
embrace with her light o’ love. 

Not Gib Raphael. 

The man in the photo was Sidney 


Arlinger. 


I've always believed in the direct ap- 
proach. You want facts, you go to the 
source. And right now, the last person 
Gib Raphael expected to walk up to his 
front door was me. 1 was supposed to be 
Vegas dog meat. Mr. R. would be un- 
pleasantly surprised; and if I 


myself killed or beaten silly, I just might 
get some of the answers Е was after. 

I took the Chevy down Sun: 
Beverly Hills. 


л into 
Raphael's pad w: 
on the expensive side of 
d no trouble finding his 
te pseudo Colonial 
stretch of trimmed 
tall ship on a green sea. 

T got out and surveyed the place. No 
ivity. No cam in the curved outer 
ve, Halfway up the twist of white 
gravel, ] was stopped by a bulldog voice 
t growled; “Hold it, fella. 

A character with a hard set of biceps 
approached ше. Young. Nasty. Red- 
lidded eyes. The kind of guy you go out 
counting your teeth after talking to. 
want to see the boss. 

in't home. So dust.” 


-isin Flower - 


А 


will hold him in fine fettle. 


When Knighthood — 


. daisies never tell. The Hardwick Kn ight | tick 
fancy whether dragon tilting, forma | pomp e 
romping, confident that his authentic Hardwick 


сс ЙҮ 


Cleveland, Tennessee 37311 
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“I hear it was 


“Just answer the question.” 
"Dust. I sud. 
"Suppose I don't?” 
uppose 1 break you up a litle 
ed. “I like to take jokers 
apart just to hear their bor 
"Surely you're not 1 
al harm? Pardo 


E 


quaver. 
“One 
Move ou 
“Go milk an clephant 
We didn't say anything else. We were 
100 busy nying to 1 П out of cach 
good, and I had to sweat 


more 1 little ıo put him away. 
Finally, though, he was slumbering on 
the lawn as sweet as a boule baby. 1 
dragged him into the bushes, checked 


s wallet (his na as Walt Hotcher) 
p to the house. 

nlocked window would help. but 
The house was as tight 


as a bank vault, 
I decided not to press my luck. (Lea 


the Arapaho with a dead dame in 
the back room had been risky enough.) 
The cops were tough in Beverly Hills 
and they'd love tying а break-andenter 
10 my tail. 

Walt Hotcher was going to tell me 
some things. I slapped him awake and 
asked him where Raphael was. He didn't 
want to say—so I asked him wi 
shooting end of my .38 pressed 
his skull. He suddenly got informative. 
Raphael was in Palm Spr 
house there, and his wife was 
ing friends" in Baltimore. It figured: 
Raphael would want Angela out of the 
way during the caper. 

"The boss has a real wild pad down at 


quite an orgy.” 


nk told me. “Bi 


the Springs,” the pi cas 


Ue of a joint on Ramon Road. You cant 
miss it.” 

“When I leave here, you'll phone 
Raphael," 


w, J won't. I swear I won't." 

/' I said, put 
th my .38. 
nd gagged Hotcher and left 
him in the garage. By the time someone 
found him, I'd be at Raphi 

Before I left, I gave M à ring at 
her apartment to find out if there had 
been any messages for me. She said 
Raphael had been tying to reach 
h, with a lead slug," I said. 
Are vou in trouble in, Bart? 
1 ever out of ow, I'm 
оп my way to the Spr n up a 
slight misunderstanding with a client. If 
I'm not back in twenty four hou 
better go shopping for a new boyfriend.” 

“I wony about you. Bart." 

“That makes two of us. 
cake." 

І headed for my Chevy, 

On the drive down, to keep myself. 
awake, I reviewed what 1 had so far on 
Raphael and Arlinger. Rap! 
хо set me up for Arlinger 
things had happi 
night that Mr. 
whether or not I 
iow, without a 


long, plum- 


murder—and. 
ned so fast since last 
R. 


couldn't be sure 
still around, But by 
y word from Mechan 
or O'Toole, he'd be ed. 
Raphael's car-theft story was phony; ap- 

ently he found out that Avlinger was 
ing in the ha Lorrie 
Maddox. And that would explain why 
Arlinger pretended not to know why 
Raphael wanted him chilled. He didn't 


damn worri 


want to tie himself to Maddox. 

Which brought up the question of 
who'd slit Lorrie's beautiful throat. If 
Mr. R. was in Palm Springs and Mr. A. 
in Vegas, how had they (or he) found 
out that Lorrie was ready to spill to me? 
Maybe Myna O'Toole killed Lorrie to 
get even with Raphacl for Indian's 
death; but that didn't jell, since M 
didn’t seem to give much of a damn 
about Indian's buying it. No, my dough 
was on Arlinger for the throat job. He 
could have tailed me all the way from 
Vegas, overh 
with Lorie 


n 


rd my phone conve 
nd the: en care of her. 
ddox had personal info on 
Raphacl-Arlinger si 
p to do. I was œr- 
ta with the Anson DeWitt suicide. 
Her killer had been in a big hurry to 
avoid running into те and had neg- 
lected to search her pure. That was а 
point for my team. And my team needed. 
all the points it could get 

I was almost into the spa when I sud- 
denly realized 1 was starving. | might 
have some fancy gunwork to do at 
Raphael’s—and I hate shooting people 
оп an empty stomach. 

I rolled the Chevy into the lot of Bim- 
bo's Pancake House on the edge of P. 
Canyon Drive and got out, stretching 


the ion. 


whole 
and it had somethi 


under the hot desert sun. The air was 
sharp as di nd utterly smogless. 
The mountai ге so clear they seemed 


to jump 

A motor scooter barked into the lot 
ridden by a kid in a zebra-striped zipp 
jacket with nuc orr, Е 
across the back. His 
enough 10 harvest and a p 
pulled one eye. He looked sc 
world. 

‘The sore-looking kid joined a group of 
intense college types inside. Under fur- 
rowed brows, they were heatedly dis- 
cussing the pros and cons of A 
independence. Listening to th 
about a million years old, give or take а 
century: but after putting away a thick 
I was able to 


eggs. 


redate living 

Which was more than § 
Indian O'Toole or the Maddox girl could 
do. Vd been involved with three stilts 
since last night, with the big showdown 
still ahead. Somehow, 1 had the feeling 1 
should be a пас stopper; people should 
Oh and Ah over me. But those intense 
college types never gave me a look. 

When 1 left Bimbo's, they 
heatedly discussing the pros and cons of 
woss fertilization. 

I drove through this gaudy peacock of 
past the Chi Chi and the sassy 
shops (many ol them closed for the sum- 
mer). on out beyond the tennis club to 
Ramon Road, a sharp left off Palm 
‘anyon Drive. 

I'd looked up Raphael's address and 1 
was careful to park a half mile short of 
my goal. This was a necessary precaution, 


were 


а town 


since Mr. R.'s sprawling layout was well 
separated from its neighbors. Parked cars 
were easy to spot over the flat desert ter- 
rain, In fact, I spotted one myself as I 
came in on foot: a dusty Cad sedan. 
White. With Nevada plates. 

А! cr! 

I opened the door, ran my palm along 
the seat. The driver area was still warm, 
but the rest of the seat was cool in the 
airconditioned interior. Which meant 
that Arlinger had arrived just ahead of 
me—and was alone. He could have 
heard about Lorrie's death on the car 
radio—the news guys surely had it by 

nd blamed Raphael for it. Which 
would give him a double reason for kill- 
ing Mr. R. Jf he hadn't killed Lorrie 
himself. 

It was going to be an interesting after- 
noon. 

I had run a morgue file on Mr. Gibney 
Eugene Raphael before leaving L.A, and 
this boy was a bona fide eccen His 
grand passions were pop art and classical 
opera—which made him а pop-op collec 
tor—and he'd studied voice in his carly 
years, and even tried to buy his way into 
the Met as a tenor. They wouldn't have 
him. His voice was lousy and everyone 
knew it but Raphael. Finally, when he 
couldn't go pro, he built a full opera 
stage down here at his pad in the 
Springs paying out-of-work singers to 
back him up in his own starring 
productions. 

Like, wow. 

At the edge of the Raphael grounds, 
where the sand and cactus ended and 
the grass began, 1 eased myself over a 
low wall and dropped behind a giant 
pepper ue 

Three hard-faced characters were 
sprinting toward me—and I knew it was 
no use playing coy. They'd obviously 
seen me take the wall. I snapped out the 
38, but my thumb never reached the 
safety. 

Crack! A leather sap decked me and 
the gun was kicked out of my hand. I sat 
up, rubbing my neck. 

"Who sapped me?" I asked. 

‘Three big hoods were standing above 
me holding three big guns. 

“Me,” said the ugliest of them. “Philly. 

Short for the Philly Kid. Maybe ya 
hearda me, 1 handle a sap real good. 
These here wo gennulmen are Rodeo 
Dutch Charlie and Trembles Bender. 
Real name's Mickey, but they call him 
Trembles, cuz he kes a lot.’ 
. standing up. 
My head felt like it had been used for 
spring football practice by the LA. 
Rams. 

The Philly Kid smiled at me and his 
teeth glittered gold. His square hands 
were hairy and freckled, with black, 
ragged nails. 

“Your friend has lovely fillings,” I said 
to the others, “but he could definitely 
use a manicure.” 


The Kid kept grinning. 

“Philly don't mind clever insults,” said 
the man called Dutch. “Не got himself 
а terrific sense of humor.” 

Trembles Bender didn’t say anything. 
Sunlight danced on the barrel of his gun 


as it jerked spastically in his fis. A 
thread of saliva filmed his halfopen 
mouth. 

"Mr. Bender worries me,” I said. 


“That cannon might go off and kill me. 
And I dislike being killed, I try to avoid 
it whenever possible.” 

"Don't worry about Trembles" said 
Dutch. "He knows guns Eyeties 
know spaghetti. He can shoot а wart off 
your nose at a hundred yards while 
you're sneezing.” 

“Remind me not to catch a cold,” I 
said. 

They were giving me the fisheye. 
“Well, this has been a most stimulating 
conversation. Now, if you gentlemen will 
excuse me, ГЇЇ be on my way.” 

“Your way is inside,” said Trembles in 
а voice you could sandblast paint off 


buildings with. “Just keep your paws out 
where we can sce 'em—and walk.” 

“Td like to” 

Walk!” 

I walked. 

Gib Raphael's Spanish-Moorish palace 
was a пшзу mi d new: 
dim, varnished 
lamps, m 

yer pianos—versus wild pop 
ings of soup cans, comicstrip heroes 


bronze 


The master of the house w: 
library and I heard him before 1 saw 
him. A thin, reedy voice rising and fall- 
ing miserably im the final aria from 
Pagliacci; it had to be Raphael. 

The awful singing stopped just before 
we walked in. 

Gibney Raphael was kneeling in the 
middle of the room, dressed in a full 
clown’s outfit, all frills and wild polka 
dots and deadwhite makeup, crying 
Im 


a baby. 
‘The boss always busts up when he 


"Here's the test report on the new reducing pill. 
None of the subjects lost weight, 
but they shrank an average of three inches.” 
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Rodeo Dutch. 


sings Pallyachi.” said 
“Kinda touchin’, ain't it 

Raphael stood up, wiping away his 
tears with the edge of a lace sleeve. “I 
hope you'll pardon this raw display of 
unleashed emotion, Mr. Challis—but the 
loveliness of my own voice always makes 
me weep.” 

I could have told him that with a 
voice like his, I'd cry, too. Instead, 1 got 
down to the case at hand. “Why did you 
try and put Sid Arlinger on a slab?" 


His gold-flecked eyes hardened. “That, 
I'm 


after all, is none of your concern. 
only sorry I failed to get the job doi 

You're going to be a lot sonier wi 
your potential victim around. He's here, 
you know. Arrived in the Cad just befo 
1 did. 

Rapl 
sighed. 


el tensed for a moment, then 
hope you'll forgive my not 
taking you seriously. My employees would 
have waylaid him 

“Your employees were too busy way- 
laying me. Arlinger probably slipped in 
while your terrible trio played ticktack- 
toe on my skull. If you don't believe me, 
send а goon out to check. Arlinger's 
white Cad is parked down the road.” 

Raphael gestured and Rodeo Dutch 
Charlie drifted out of the room. Splitting 
up the crowd helped the odds, One less 
gun to handle, T figured. Arlinger could 
lake care of himself. 

“You'll n 
that 1 cannot 
Raphael sai 

“Natural 
38 in my 
d. off. 
. ." He raised a finger—and the 
Philly Kid nodded. 

I could see Tremble Bender grinning 
as Phil brought up his iron to finish me. T 
thought of kicking out at the Kid, or 
jumping him, or trying to butt him to 
throw off the shot. Sure. I thought of a 
dozen ways to d 

The decision was taken out of my 

ids by a double thunder from a сш 
tained alcove to the left. The first slug 
took out the Kid's gun hand and he liter- 
ally ate the other one. The bullet entered 
his astonished open mouth and took out 
the back of his skull on the trip through. 
He tumbled forward into my arms and I 
grabbed his 88, diving  sidew: 
firing at Bender. Raphael was behind the 
desk, shooting into the curtains. 

I saw Sidney Arlinger duck out of 
them into the hall and I heard more 
gunfire from that direction. Dutch 
Charlie must have joined the party. 

I snapped another shot at Bender, 
then pitched myself through a halfopen 
door into what looked like the interior of 
а theater, It looked like that because it 
жав. 

Raphael's private opera house. 

1 гап down the center aisle, with guns 
crashing behind me, vaulted onto the 
nd bellied down for some return 


turally appreciate the fact 
How you to go on living 


I said, wishing I had the 
and. I'd blow this bastard's 


action. Trembles Bender charged the 
aisle, an iron spitting orange in his hand. 
1 squeezed off three shots and he took 
two of them in his chest, spilling him 
back into a row of seats. The gun 
dropped. He t know he'd lost it. I 
held my fire, watching him. Bender stag- 
gered like a drunk on opening night, col- 
lapsing into a seat. His eyes glazed. He 
wasn't grinning anymore. He was very, 
very dead. 

I heard а scuffle of shoes kstagc 
and twisted for a shooting angle. Too 
late. A slug caught me below the left 
shoulder, slamming me onto my back. It 
phacl clown suit d all. 
ing to finish the job he'd started. 

T triggered my 38 and missed 

Too bad, Mr. Challis—but you lack 
stage presence,” he said, kicking the gun 
from my hand. I grabbed his ankle, pull 
ing him off balance, and his second shot 
fanned up splinters an inch from my 
check. 
idney Arlinger saved my life for the 
third time that week. 

I had counted myself dead, but 1 
didn't know that Raphael had already 
bought his in the library in that first 
exchange of lead. Now he stumbled, 
«oughed blood, fell to his 

“La commedia e finita; 

And dicd. 

Silence. The smell of gunpowder and 
grease paint. 

I slipped down into the aisle, moved 
to the door and cased it open. 

Arlinger lying on his 
hall, next to Rodeo Dutch Charlie. 
were both slab cases, Each hi 
the other. Lorrie Maddox had 
and she was so right. 

A bloodbath. 

1 had some hefty explaining to do be- 
fore the case was officially closed. First 
with the law, then with Marla Tate at 
her apartment. A lot of pieces had fallen 
into place after the shooting stopped. 
“Who killed the Maddox girl?" Marla 
Кей me. “I know it was either Arlinger 
or Raphael. 

Negative,” I told her. “The guy 
swapped knuckles with in Beverly Hills 
nd left in the garage—Hotcher—has 
admitted killing Lorrie in the Arapaho 
after she'd talked with me. He had her 
phone bugged.” 

"But didn't you 
Raphael's mistress?" 

"Negative. "That was before 
Arli 

"Then she loved. Arlinger?” 

‘Negative. He loved her, but she dug 
Hotcher." 

Marla shook her lovely head. “I don't. 
get it. I just don't." 

"She knew who Anson DeWitt, Jr, 
really was and why he committed su 
cide.” 

“You 
phony name?” 


tell me she was 


she met 


mean the sui 


e boy used a 


ative. He thought he was Anson 
Jr. But he wasn't.” 

“Then who was he?” 

"Gib Raphael's blood son. Abandoned 
as а baby Florida when Raphael was 
running from the law after a bank job. 
Old DeWitt adopted him, raised him as 
his own, He grew d apple. 
Gambled. Got in debt up to his eyeballs. 
wr Arlinger." 

“Then Arlinger knew he was Raph- 
ael's son? 

"Negative. He didn’t connect 
with Raphael. It was simple busines: 
"The boy was in hock to Arlinger and the 
squeeze was on to pay up. When the kid 
drove off a cliff, Raphael blamed Sid 
Arlinger for his death. That's when he 
got the idea of using a dumb op—me— 
s the fall guy ı attempt to chill 
Arlinger." 

“But how did Hoicher get into it? 

“On the blackmail end. He'd nosed it 

all out and was going to put the screws 
to Raphael for а pay-off to keep quiet. 
After the murder, of course.” 
‘m hopelessly lost, Bart. Finding out 
who killed who, or whom, in these com- 
med capers always gives me a terri 
ble headache. But | think I've got it 
Horcher killed Lorrie Maddox 
because she found out that he was going 
to blackmail her ех1охег!” 

“Negative. She was in or the deal. 
She and Hotcher were planning to skip 
on the Raphael blackmail dough. But 
she cracked when things went wrong 
and Hotcher had to kill her to keep her 
from spilling the truth to me.” 

Ah—so that’s why Arlinger came 
down to L.A.—to kill Hotchei 
Arlinger didn't know 
. He figured Raphael killed the 
girl. Out of jealousy. So he drove down 
for his personal revenge. 

“Then” —Marla id 
Angela Raphael wasn't sleeping with 
ger, after all?" 
‘Oh, sure she was," I said. "Raphael 
never really cared who Angela slept with 
after the doc told him she couldn't have 
any more kids. He lost interest in her— 
so she played the field. She was even 
sleeping with Hotcher. 

“Whew! W 


him 


now. 


—"then 


you're all bruised and, besides, I still 
don't understand how Hotcher found out 


I mashed my lips over hers to shut her 
up. She didn’t say anything else for an 
hour. By that time, she didn't еа 
damn about Hotcher. 

I went back to the office to count my 
money. I wasn't rich, but one thing was 
for sure: At least I could afford a full 
bottle of Scotch. 

Ba 


What a pair 


t the Eterna-Matic KonTikis...two of the world's 
finest automatic watches. Whether for you 
or her, the KonTiki means today. ..a watch whose 
contemporary appearance is matched only by 
construction. Construction so 
a sfully tested 
at 120 fathoms. Next time you're in the market for 
a truly superior watch—for you or her—be sure 
to check the pair from Eterna. 
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husks of their fathers: Can you really 
want war? Do you really mean to let the 
air be filled with garbage, the waters 
poisoned, the populations sickened by 
both excess and want? You mean for mil- 
lions to be unemployed and the rest 
overworked? You Dad? Aw, 
that's a dumb shuck. Aw, get off our 
backs, you old creeps. 

And, oddly enough, the older genera- 
scams to be answering 10 this: 
You're right. Show us the way. We'll fol- 
low like you and гү to be young and full 
of despair like you, or full of hope, too, 
you choose. This is the new and curious 
element, this willingness of the seniors to 
submit to their more experienced juniors, 
to take their lead and pattern their 
uniformed age on the wisdom of youth. 

Let us now attempt a geography of 
the elements on the scene. What follows 
ın atlas of the new world being colo- 


mcan it, 


MISSING PERSONS _ 
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nized by the wave п The various 
hard rains falling will surely change its 
contours; but like any explorer, we may 
have to be content to discover Ате 
when we are looking for India. 
BEACHHEAD, It is not nudism, It is not 
oıgyism. But it is not what you could 
call just pure swimming or sun-bathing, 
cither. It is “unstructured experience; 
says Darrell Tarver, the sociology stu- 
dent who organized the Free Beach 
Movement because he likes to frolic 
unclothed with friends. He is friendly with 
peace politicking and New Left theoriz- 
ing; but his main interest is in geting 
boys, girls, Negroes, pacifists, soldiers on 
leave, belly dancers, architects, students, 
teachers, everybody! out! out оп the 
beach, please! When a gawker takes the 
hand of a nudist, half the battle is won 
—and Darrell says: “Glad to have you 
here! Nice day, isn’t i? That’s my wife 
over there, playing volleyball.” Pumping 


“We found your wife, Mr. Vorbeck, and all I can say to 


you 1з, “Finders keepers, losers weepers. 


and pumping the hand and grinning and 
eyes darting and picking out something 
personal to say. The battle is generally 


won. Even sheriff's deputies, the daugh- 
ters of sheriffs deputies—pants a 
panties and jeans and skirts, all the 


neses of nongrokking life come shed. 
For one thing, the volleyball looks like 
nt to get into uniform. 
Darrell's wife—sweet, homey, 
looks so right and relaxed. just the sight 
of her turns a gawker into a people. 
Up and down the state of California 
there are now Free Beaches—free of 
clothes and free of nonclothes, The Free 
Beach franchise has gone out to the Fast 
Coast and the Gulf of Mexico, too. This 
is the most affable of revolutions, hardly 
a revolution at all. These are the cor, verts 
to Human Bens, the advance guard of 
grokkers, those who believe they have 
only a few decades on earth and want to 
spend them now, unclothed, in touch 
with light, d other bodies. 
of inner space take 
You can love сусгуоп 


n alternate lin 


everything; the world can bc changed 
by personal worship, example and con- 
témplation. They dance to deafening 


rock "n' voll with strobe lights, liquid 
light shows, flickering movies, all the 
stimuli their senses can bear. And in 
their cbullience and high health, their 
senses can bear a great deal. 

They seek to break down the barriers 
between people set up by money and 
position and shaving. The psychedelic- 
ecstatic beat unites them. 


THE THUNDER MACHINE presents 
Space Daisy and Lee Quarnstrom 


A Real Wedding 


read an invitation, The couple got mar- 
тїс to a rock version of Mendelssohn. 
The bride's child by her previous ma 
riage danced the night through, stomp 
g with six-year-old abandon. of 
the guests looked as if they qualified for 
slum dearance and urban renewal, but 
they were comfortable with themselves. 
As author Ken Kesey announced at his 
Acid Test Graduation Ceremony, “We 
must say it dearly, hairily and with good 
amplification.” 

Even The Wall Street Journal has 
picked up on the superpresent world of 
the wave makers, which is the missing 
link not to history but to the futurc. 
FEALL IT PSYCHEDELIG AND IT WILL SELL 
ST, SOME MERCHANTS say.” This was the 
headline of a frontpage story. The sub- 
head read: "Psychedelic Shops, Fabric 
Night Clubs Make the Scene: Toot 
Rolls & Adolf Hitler.” The news feature 
was an absolutely serious coast-to-coast 
survey of the market in “acidteric” mer- 
chandise, including posters, clothes, wid- 
gets for blowing smoke, diffraction disks 
for blowing minds, dream machines of 
various tilts and energies. The Wall 
Street. Journal knows quite a lot about 


it, for The Wall Street Journal, that is 
(“markups run to 100 percent,” psyche- 
delicatessens can merchandise good» that 
sold at cut rates in dime stores); but a 
few items from the world of commerce 
and profit have been omitted from its 
survey. For example: 

The Attention workshop, a private 
school designed to bring joy. Fee: 
$37.50 per weekend. "Session will be in 
the nude. Smokers will be allowed to 
bring one pack of cigarettes.” 

A cooki that might produce 
the recipe for а wave maker would in- 
dude the juice of three Hondas, the pulp 
of a raw beard and a soupçon of LSD. 
With nearly half the population’ under 
25 and the other half wishing it were, 
the culture of expenditure is running full 
blast. And within the sound of money, 
the sound of ecstasy, the noise of de- 
structibility (goods, time, youth itself), 
there remain. enclaves of those thought- 
ful ones who seek the meaning of it all. 
‘These are the moral philosophers who 
approve of summer jobs but think that a 
boy should have a summer job all his life, 
all year round, And preferably it should 
consist in taking cight-millimeter films of 
his daily goofing and geluileling (don't 
ask what it means, do it). As Don Mc- 
wrote in an article on “Living 
ut an Address on the Lower East 
Side.” in The Village Voice: “Privacy is 
easily sacrificed . . . material possessions 
become less important, clean sheets forgot- 
ten. Yet the body is sustained and the 
mind is at work circumnavigating the 
Its a great day in the history of 


The merchants who sell doughnuts 
and motorcycles and sleeping bags to 
these Dylanesque uibal uoubadours 
have learned to love them. “Some of 
them are artists in their own way 
Army-surplus store told me. Actually it 
a mun, speaking for his business. 
"You know. poor as they act, they never 
buy the cheap sleeping bag. 1 sell ‘em 
the iorp-sixtydollar job—good down, 
great attachments, They come in with 
their rags, but they don't buy anything 
but the Cadillac of sleeping bags. You 
think maybe they get money from some- 
placer Home?” 

1 thought maybe. 

“Artists,” he mused, "in their own 
way. They don't litter the streets the day 
alter the might before. They're m 
Some of ‘am I know by nam 
he С a's Crusade has carried 


The Fugs, the Jellerson Airplane, the 
Cratelul Dead and Donovan on their 
shields toward fame and riches The 


kers of light shows seldom become 
h, but some do. Provos are in interna- 
nal correspondence, selling anarchism. 
y's takes a full-page advertisement, 


decl. 


Zen, the very essence of the Orient, 
sends a special subtle beat through 


"I'd like a nice bon-voyage basket [or someone 


taking his first LSD trip. 


the very hea 
Zen, the spi 
mem"... 
strokes of Japanese painting. lt is 
this pure serenity that inspired 
Shiseido, Japan’s most famous name 
in cosmetics, to create Zen per 
fume . . . an exquisite fragrance 
that . . . Come discover Zen, by Shi- 
seido of Japan... at your Macy's. 


Even Macy's, the land of What Is and 
What Sells, wants to tell us how the 
world might be, if only the world 
becomes different. The Hobbits are 
coming. Frodo Lives. The kids are elec 
uwocuting themselves, mixing acid in 
their souls and calling The Fugs square, 
and Trotsky and Ramblin’ Jack El- 
e over the hill. Debutantes are 
what comes alter pla 
They are 
dropping out of Andy Warhol and j 
ing the Provos “Anarchists, goblins, 
punks, saints, wild men, dope freaks, 
dropouts, vagrants, sorcerers, unite! If 
you want to put down this kissass 
society, then. you are a Provo!" 

What debutante or disaffected gradu- 
ate student can resist touching 
appeal? The Provos of Amsterdam, the 
Living Children of Boston, The Diggers 
of San Francisco are all aimed at doing 
good, at simplicity, at cutting the shit. 
They feed the hungry, they attain some 
sweet family groupings on the tribal 
model, they cut some of the shit some 
of the time for some of the people. 
They trip out in a scene of advanced c 
tive martyrdom, flowers, gang sex, bi 
Taughs, soft touches. Its too easy, of 
course, to ridicule the herd of independ- 
ent minds, But everyone in this life seeks 
to trip out through fantasy and art and 


this 


religion and sexual ccstasy, friendship 
and hope and a dream of community. 
The wave makers are seeking the trip 
directly, giving up moncy and position 
and an ethic of proving someth 
ents. Some of them, of course, get rich, 
get famous and prove something to their 
parents: but the style obeys the injunc- 
tion: Make new! 

Moses Maimonides speaks for the older 
fashion in his Guide to the Perplexed 
(that was in the 12th Century). When a 
boy is tormented by desire, he advises: 
“Drag it into the house of study.” In 
other words, read, work and forget desire. 
Now his descendants, bearded, flapping, 
cager, drag it into the house of study 
along with the chicklet and the whole 
group and all their instruments, And the 
pills. And then blow the fuses. 

The wave makers can be easy even on 
the tender questions of race and w 
They want to swing. As one says, 
“We've learned two things about Nc- 
grocs. (A) Not all of them want to sleep 
with our sisters. (B) Some do.” And now 
that they face it all, it's easier, they can 
ride with it, there are more important 
things to do than protecting little sister 
from what comes naturally, such as feel- 
ing, flowers and fooling around 

Maybe 10,000,000 Americans turn on 
or have tumed on. They are happy 
monaural with casual styles and rock 'n* 
roll and marijuana; they are ecstatic i 
sterco with acid and dropping out and 
devil-take-the-rest. They ve a part of 
their souls in the youth bag. While the 
waves beat on the shores, they are wait- 
ing to take over, 


At the opposite extreme from these 


pure and purehearted prokkers stand 19] 
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Look where we are now! 


There are days when everything starts with a 
“chrono” and ends with a barbecue! 

The chronograph is the only watch that plays an 
active part in leisure as in work: with its “instru- 
ment-panel” face, with its push-buttons, the chrono- 
graph acts on command and records time, from 
start to stop, in fractions of !/; of a second! 

All the active sports call for chronos - skiing. flying, 
rally driving, regatta sailing, karting — as do all 
the newest hobbies, such as synchronized recording: 
and ciné filming. Even school, technical college and 
university have their departments where the chrono 
reigns supreme. That’s wh ys thanks totoday’s youth, 
the Su Swiss chronograph is all set for an all-time 

oom! 


*Achronograph is awatch fitted with aningen- 
ious mechanism which. apart from telling the 
time of day, allows continuous or intermittent 
time recording, accurate to 1/5th of a second 
and lasting from a few seconds 1012 hours. 


Please send me the brochure "The Swiss 
Watch Industry's answer to the measure- 
ment of short time intervals". 


Surname 
Christian name 
Profession 
Address 

Town and district 


Centre des Chronographes et Compteurs c/o 
ЕН. case postale Bienne, Suisse. 


CASPARI GENEVE S г Tue 


the New Left militants, the peace 
marchers and the politicals, those who 
want to kill war and segregate the segre- 
gationists and bring political and eco- 
nomic justice to a world badly in need of 
these qualities that it has never enjoyed 
except in the ardent imaginations of 
men. Some of them also seck violent 
change to make this better, more peace- 
ful world. Their youthful heroes are 
men like Stokely Carmichael, aged 26, 
who led SNCC from the problems of 
race in the South into the problems of 
race in the North and on into the con 
fused realms of international hate- 
mongering; and Mario Savio, aged 24, 
who is seen as fighting the good fight of 
the individual against the multiversity 
and against an education designed 10 
suit the military-economic machine. 

But the grokkers and the revolution- 
ists are not purely one thing or another 
they join in an evolving conception of 
modern man. They may look like Hell's 
Angels dropouts to thc old stratified soci 
but to themselves they look ready: 
ready for change, ready for novelty. 
ready to mess around and perhaps ready 
for fun, too. Some of them are maturing 
into а sense of their own internal power, 
if not ver into political control. They are 
nonidcological. rhythmic rather than in- 
tellectual, turned on rather than con- 
vinced. products of the disposable culture 
and possessed of the most disposable 
commodity of all—youth. that disease 
that is no longer even cured by age. In 
the past, it was. Youthful idealism, hope, 
laziness and disposability hobbled toward 
the funne, gathering goods and com- 
promises and ducking over the excesses 
Of its own children. The kids no longer 
take pride in these gains and loses. 


POVERTY, POLLUTION, PEACE AND RACE. 
Tt may xem trivial to link these four 
3 nes Joyce may 
t is nor trivial: It is quad 
social activists move 
one isue to the next. The New 
iting in such organs as Ram 
and The Village Voice, New Poli- 
and Dissent. Liberation amd in 
gues that the old 
radical solutions, mainly, are 
not adequate. The curnedon. plugged-in 
times seem to demand a radical human- 
ism, a responsible anarchism, formulas of 
improvisation. The Radical Education 
Project, initiated by the Students for a 
Democratic Society, extends some of the 
organized lines of traditional student 
efloris. It is a largescale reaching to- 
ward both knowledge and power, but in 
its immediate program it states that 
“The forms of democracy сипо be 
judged in the abstract, apart from the 
actual freedom and humanness which 
they allow.” It is concerned with values 
and utopias, the analysis of myths and 
realities in the actual world, strategies of 


change. There is no basic theory; that is 
yet to develop, though certainly there 
are positions on poverty (Help!). pollu- 
tion (Stop it!). peace (Stop the liule wars, 
end the arms race!) and race (Use law! 
But techniques and organization are still 
being studied. The Radical Education 
Project, like the underground press that 
has radically and psychedelically ex- 
ploded in every community, 
seeks an internatio ional intel- 
ligence network that can link scholars, 
journal 

tilla leaders all over 
former staff member, recent bul- 
letin, “visited Guatemala. last. summer, 
where he made extensive contacts. with 
guerrillas.” The active 
figures belong to a generation for whom 
the Spanish Civil War, World War Two, 
the lowering of the Iron Curtain, the Ko 
rean War—that whole cl 
phernalia of history—are 
» textbooks. No wonder me 
40s, fancying themselves мй! 


i. youth leaders, officials, guer- 
the 


world, “One 


Guatemalan 


nere chapters 


m their 
young. 


stare at them in wonder. 


The "New Left” has become the 
cliché term that names these new radical 
critics of American society. But. men 
such as Stokely Carmichael are not 
registered. members of a political mov 
nent called the New Left: there is no 
such party. The prime differences be- 
tween the old leftists and the new lie in 
the areas of doctrine and organization. 
The old leftists believed 1 prii 


ples; they had explanations and faction 
they disagreed among themselves, but 
they splintered and splintered into tiny, 
someti У. Shachtman- 


y have included 
only the founder and his wife, plus the 
family dog, с was a divorce 
—bu all the 
prictor 


no matter, 


was a party 
same, with one lonely man the pr 
of his final truth. to console him for the 
loss of wile, dog 

The New Left 
called anarchists because. their 
of society is basic and the 
ful of organizations to improve matters. 
However, ar the same time, they form 
alliances wherever useful, without prc 
viously prepared grudges against, say, 
the Сопи ists, They are too young 
and uncaring of history 10 remember the 
old grudges—too young 10 bc suspicions 
and yet both hopeful and desperate. And 
just as they are resistant. to doctrine, so 
they are resistant to the notion of leader 
ship as such. They have observed the 
puses of power—this history is familiar 
to them. They are not, on the whole. 
pursuing power, There seems to be a 
rare, almost temperamental shyness. even 
among the natural leaders. Bob Moses, 


nd mass bi 


have been 
criticism 
ч 


activists 


once a leader of SNGG, found that he 
was being called by the contemporary 
cliché he ged his 


name to Bob Parris to drop himsel! down 
a bit; and then he dropped out entirely, 


a man who fought the 
good fight in the South, risking his life. 
When he discovered that his fellow 
SNCC workers were being inspired by 
his example rather than by their cause, 
that they believed him when he said 
something, that he 1 а position of 
enormous guiding power and inspiration 
—instead of being gratified, as most men 
be, he was disappointed. He 
wanted the cause to speak for itself and 
leadership to be selfpencrating. He dis 
appeared. Some friends sty he is now 
studying in Africa. 

The leadership in the New Left 
changes because the leaders seem to be 
interested in personal — fulfillment— 
knowledge, understanding, getting in 
touch—rather than in running a bur 
racy. This is nor selfish dilertani 
it involves principles about leader 
The natural result is that the burcauc- 
racy is weak and organizations tend to 
. as during the present luli 
n the civil rights struggle. 

The fading in and out of activist groups 
can mean, however. a deeper rooting of 
democratic process than is traditional in 
America. The war in Southeast 
tended to gather many disparate 
— pacifist, religious, political—into allied 
ations and has drawn energy 


Moses / Parris 


le awa 


a has 


oups 


organi 


from the struggles against poverty and 
race prejudice; but immediate local is 
sues are able—wherever there are the 
young—to cause spontaneous combus- 
tion. Whether it king garages to 
replace parks, freeways to replace red- 
wood forests or the filtering of garbage- 
Jaden air, there is an increasing popular 
ability to act. 

The New Left is the label they are giv- 
cn, just as if they were the children of the 
old left; but these are self-fulfilling wave 
makers whose weapons are impiety 
ergy and rage. At a recent confront 
of New Left activists with some veterans 
of old-timy radical movements, Robert 
Scheer, editor of Ramparts. сат 
Congress in 1966 and barely 
out with absolutely crystalline. purity: 
“We don't care about your final goa 

“We don't have your rules. If the capi 
talists can give us peace, thats finc. IL 
socialism means war, it's absurd. We 
want to stay alive today!" 


FAMILIES, Be 
lized m; 
ive mi 


NEW PHILOSOPHIES, NEW 
Г polit 
»ntempl 


us elloris of the utopi: 


tween the extremes 
and Eastern 
stand the eu 
oy educative communities that are bei 
organized in various isolated spots. One 
of the most serious. s 


ble and firmly 


"Oh Lord, girls, it's the mating season again." 
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THE NEW TASTE IN SMOKING 


The all-male taste, yet so 
mild and flavorful you'll have $ 
trouble keeping it from "her", 


Spartan 
Rich, dark 
finish. $2.95, 


Changeable bowl, 
Metal grate suspends 
tobacco. $3.95. 


Rugged, sand- 
blasted finish. 


Double lining 
of real honey. 
3555. 


Yello-Bole is made for men who like their smoking 
rich and full flavored. To create this unique taste 
ihe bowl is pre-caked with a new-formula honey 
lining. This gentles the smoke. Smooths the taste. 
Enriches the flavor. So effective—the imported 


briar bowl is guaranteed against burn-out. 
Available in a variety of shapes, $2.50 to $7.50. 


rooted of these is located in Big Sur, 
that spectacular California stretch of 
mountains and Pacific Ocean beach, 
where a young man named Michael 
Murphy has taken a run-down family 
hotel and lodge and transmogrifed it 
into the Esalen Insütute, "a center to 
explore those trends in religion, philoso- 
phy and the behavioral sciences which 
emphasize the potentialitics of human 


existence.” The guests—students? clients? 
patients? participate seminars on 
such subjects as “Meditative Techni 


and Depth Imagery," “Altern 
of Reality” and “God in the Secular 
City." Mike Murphy has found his cause 
—a nondrug expansion of consciousness 
through techniques gropingly and intui- 
tively understood by creative people 
all fields: medicine, engineering, archi- 
tecture, the sciences and the arts. Hav- 
ing returned to this family property after 
long wanderings that included over a 
year in ап Indian monastery, he has 
organized a rapidly growing institution 
that aims to conduct its program in 
major cities, to publish papers, to find a 
way to end loneliness and to come close 
to answering the ancient questions about 
the meaning of life 

The resident staff includes Dr. Fred- 
erick Perls, one of the 
pupils of Freud, who dispenses wis 
dom and probes anxieties—or sometimes 
dispenses anxieties and probes wisdom. 
Gia-Fu Feng, calligrapher, also conducts 
classes in Tai Chi Chuan (meditative 
movements) and smiles inscrutably. Ber- 
ard Gunther leads in "body sensitivity 
and nonverbal communication." Occa 
sional visitors are such thinkers as Вис 
minster Fuller, who invented the geodesic 
dome and the Dymaxion House; 5. 1. 
Hayakawa, the  semanticist; Bishop 
James A. Pike, Episcopal and conuover- 
ial—scholars and innovators of all sorts. 
The point lies in a communal search 
for an open, freer world. People massage 
each other; people take the hot baths 
together, frolicking over spectacular cliffs 
looking out to sea. The fog is lovely. The 
sun is bright. The visitors can look at 
the mountains or the ocean. Some of the 
contemplation is merely histrionic, de- 
signed to let others know—that pretty 
teeny bopper, say—that you are contem- 
plating; but there is also a seriousness 
about the quest. 


On one weekend at Esalen, Nelson 
Van Judah, a designer, led a large group 
of students in creating a “total environ- 


ment experience.” They constructed a 
geodesic dome and then filled it with 
delights and people. As the audience lay 
about inside, the students projected films 
and slides, played tapes of sounds and 
jazz and Handel, dripped projected col- 
ors, plugged in smells of eucalyptus and 
mint and ether. People giggled; people 
were moved and said Ooh and Ah; the 
daustrophobes and the rigid fled pell 
mell. As with the drug experience, the 


“total environment experience" kicks the 
radio; that is, either people are stimu- 
lated to start functioning or they crack 
into kindling. 

On the outside of the geodesic dome, 
the total-environmentalists, mostly aged 
18 to 25, leaped about like manic maes- 
tros, improvising sounds and smells and 
film projections. They had labored ov 
the construction for days; they had. prac- 
ticed together like an orchestra; and 
then, when it was all over, that was it. 
They walked away from it. They left the 
dome to Eslen and went back to San 
Jose. While at the Hot Springs, they slept 
in cars and in sleeping bags: it made no 
difference about comfort. Said Kathy 
Sullivan, a sweet and pretty young girl 
who was one of the star improvisers of 
the group: “ГЇЇ never need to sleep 
again!" 

This is the way these people fecl at 


the pinnacle of their creative acts—mar- 
velously alive, fully human, making 
waves, 


teenies. The youthful tribes have 
found new camping grounds and new 
forms of peace to smoke in their pipe 
The old families have shriveled up and 
blown away. Now Junior docsu't rebel so 
much as take off. The Provos, The Dig- 
gers and the teenies of the Sunset Strip 
or Macdougal Street find families with- 
out parents, houses with only other 

sleeping 20 or 30 on a similar number of 
mattresse 

The Provos of Holland go about in 
flowered trousers, long hair or shaved 
heads, 19th Century army dress tunics, 
anything they find or like. Even white 
jeans and white T-shirts. They live с 
munally. They paint bicycles white and 
leave them about, hoping people will go 
where they want to go and then leave 
the bicycle for the next voyager. The 
police find them provoking. They 
provocateur, They seek peace, jus 
power, fun, truth, beauty, fresh air and 
the freedom to smoke pot. They want 
their elders to be responsible to history. 
Who'd have thought these friendly an- 
archists would kap to pr 
Amsterdam, of all places, among the 
staid Dutch, of all people? 

The Diggers of San Francisco seem 
more likely. They have named them- 
selves after a sect that opened business 
in 1649, in Merry England, urging the 
abolition of private property and the 
sharing of, well, just about everything. 
Afternoons, Diggers feed the hungry in 
the Panhandle of Golden Gate P 
They beg, borrow and maybe even steal 
some of the food. They house the tecny 
runaways. They don't use too much 
“speed”—Benzedrine and other energiz- 
ers, They are reasonably anonymous. 
‘They seck to do good without too much 
theory and to have some fun while doing 
it. The cops push them around a little, 


incncc in 


but also admit th 


y give some of the kids 


a place 10 sleep. 


Late last year. there was a massive 
summit confrontation between the hard- 
line hippies (joy, drugs, dropping out) 
nd the then-mysterious Diggers (joy, 
fewer drugs. taking control) on Haight 
Street, the Boulevard of Brotherly Love, 
n San Francisco. Rival Beatnik Bands 
Fight It Out! The Diggers versus the 
Acidheads! Two Hels Angels were 
arreted by the fuzztrated fuzi—why? 
Drinking chocolate milk in a provoking 
fashion! Dangerous motorcycling. Har- 
boring a wild look in . But on the 
whole, the cops were watchful, confused 
and outwitted. There was a parade with 
candles, candies, children, flowers, tun. 
Peyote, the mongrel dog that had been 
mated with a coyote, was there, along 
with its pups. Buddha ambled amuck. 


Cops rode up, looking things over, and 
then rode away. Cheers. 
On both sides of the street, men, wom- 


en, children and in-betweens stood with 
icense and candles, and whistles in their 
mouths. A serious couple, onc on each 
side of the street, began busily passing 
out leaflets. Trained in many demonstra- 
tions, the mob obediently took the sheets 
they were offered and gazed literately at 
the paper. The sheets were blank. Ri 
of blank proclamations, pure-white 
isto. More cheers. 

A Negro bus driver got out, shook 
hands, grinned. Flags and flowers deco- 
rated his bus. The passengers frowned, 
giggled and prepared to try to tell the 
story at home. The Diggers passed out 
candy to the nd flowers 


sengers, 

nd kisses. Everyone unrioted. Teeth, 
smiles, cool. Buddha directed tralhc and 
the bus moved on. 


We all live in a yellow submarine, 
a yellow submarine, 
a yellow submarine. . . . 


swept down the street. It was 
December 17. It was a merry Christmas 
coming. Love, love, love. 

Well, the lage and even Chelsea 


tend to be a bit more up tight than San 


Francisco. But surely the weirdest is that 
illegal stretch. of up-tightness called the 
Sunset Strip in Los Angeles. 

‘There, the teeny boppers wied to grad- 
tate to teenyhood, The Sam Brownes 
killed it. What was gracious and sweet 
in San Francisco quickly became nervous 
and dead. А “White Watts” resulted in 
the destruction of a swift and neat reign 
by the Kids. “Teen Power" is a slogan 
that has no future; what they called the 
“blue fascists” can easily bring up their 
big guus—curfe: clubs Aud 
sighing, incompetent parents arc obliged 
by the curfew laws to make bed checks. 

Instead, the te 
10 seep into power. Orthopedic surgeons 
are reporting a mass influx of creaking 
adults who have tried to imitate the 


ho: 


ies will have to learn 


teen dances. Teen clothes cause rapture 
and rupture in the middle-aged chicklets 
and Wall Street hippies who try to hang 
loose in those mind-hugging clothes that 
look so groovy on a 16-year-old. New 
kicks, such as smoking dried bananas, 
promise to catch on among those old 
folks, twennies. thirdies and even fordies, 
who look to the cute Sharons and Kevins 
for guidance. 

Deep thinkers for several generations 

now have poked and pried at the break- 
down of the American family. the failure 
of paternal authority. The old conglom- 
erations, stuck together in Mom's apple 
pie, have gone the way of some flesh: 
into myth and memory. 
Slum gangs receive poverty funds and 
cert mount of attention from 
sociologists, but have yet to receive their 
full due as models. And the new family. 
groupy, tribal agglomerations have gone 
back to à more primitive village culture. 
They seem to be merely camping ош. 
but the песа for meaningful structure i: 
one of the most touching qualities of the. 
teen rebellion. Fan dubs no longer sat- 
isfy their quest. That boy rapping on 
the mailbox at the corner may have 
Methedrine in his madness. but ke could 
merely be trying to tell the post office 
something in Digger code. Mom didn'i 
love me wisely. Dad didn't tell me what 
to do. Where are we all going? 

Soon, it seems, the last remaining suits 
and ties will be bought up for museum 
exhibit. And the stars abov 


aulty genius 
They have seen other wars 


before the Children's Crusade. Some of 


those peculiar wars have changed history. 
MUSIC AND ART AND comes And 


money. The new permutations of Liver- 
pool rhythm-and-blues country-and-west- 
cm Dylan madrigal psychedelic ecstatic 
rock need more than a mighty flow of 
adjectival modifiers to be understood by 
someone who has not picked up on it. 
Perhaps Miss Susan Cox, former produc- 
tion manager and editor of Tempo. а 
newsletter that rates records for top-40 
stations, has found the right langu 


“Vital ... unbelievable . . . it's here. 
Pop music is pop music.” 

"Like man it don't have to be acid 
man if it’s good itll sell" This is an 
unpunctuated record producer talking. He 


works the dials. the globes, the speakers, 
the tapes. the mixers, the echoes, the 
overlays, the underlays. the rerecord- 
ings, the speed-up and slow-down levers. 
And if the guitarist (the wailer. the 
flutist. the combo) is good, it'll sell, he 
says. Of. course, they shouldn't perform 
publicly. since so much is done in the 
studios, 

А few years ago. it could be said that 
the kids didn't invent the music they 
didn’t listen to. but they did influence it 
апа they did do something to it—live by 
it. love by it, if not listen to it. As the 
leader of the band said, “Now we're 
going to play an oldie but a goodie, a 
dusty diamond, friends. Some of you 
may remember gettin’ pregnant to this 
song, away back in 1964... 
music came to life [rom a Negro tı 
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blues, jazz and rock ‘n roll, after a sex 
change in Liverpool before it was shipped 
back by the Beatles, who have now been 
canonized through a habit of the times 
of producing Instant Tradition. 

Other groups have taken the torch 
d by the Beatles and Bobby Dylan 
while these torchbearing wave makers 
still in their middle 20s and still ac- 
tivdy creating, but perhaps being made 
10 feel a little like fathers and uncles. Ini- 
tially. the new groups are attracted by 
the slogans of Zen and Leary; they want 
to see truly and do little; but then the 
pleasures of money and esteem come in 
and they feel they cin change the world 
by making the millions listen, and so 
enter the managers and agents and echo 
chanbers the  scaped-up lyrics. 
[91 


and 
mb On, Cash In, Сор Out. 


At the higher levels of money, the de- 
signer John Bates, English partner in ih 
frm of Jean Varon, suggests that men 
kam to wear а gold disk at the shirt 
throat or even a circle of. pearls for eve- 
ning. "It may sound effeminate,” he 
declares, "but it needn't look it. 
some pink suits being wor 
London now that look great. They really 
do. If you don't look effeminate to begin 
with. nothing you wear will change you. 
Wait tll men’s pastel furs take hold.” 

The questing in clothing. like the 
questing in music. is partly a search for 
defi and partly a lust to live in the 
here and instant. now. “Life is a same, I 


ree.” This is one of 
the philosoph statements that, in 
different forms, the wave makers will 
utter to explain themselves as they stand 
around digging one anothers fur 
clothes. each other’s funny sounds. They 
are seeking to discover the ultimate psy- 
chedelic—-mankind—but in the m 
ше. they dig riga-rock from India, 
soul from Motown in Detroit, Car- 
naby Street from Seventh Avenue, Sal- 
ation Army from that little boutique 
across the tracks that also sells old Head 
er's Digests and burned-out sofas. 

The Fugs, shock troops in the Rise of 
the Uglies, are so ugly they have surely 
become pretty. Fiom trouble with the 
fuzz they have risen to trouble with the 
charts. These children in the sand pile, 
working out their games with electronic 
amplification ı die East Village 
and hı inexorably toward Broad- 
„ maybe Caesar's 
1 Vegas. . Kil Kill for 
tantrumantra: а song like My 
Baby Done Lejt Me and I Feel Like 
Homemade Shil Was a perverse tender 


want to be 


longing in it, beneath the nasal whine of 
clectiicity. "The on«dge artist of the 
group. Tuli Kupferberg, poct, and Ed 


Sanders. a smiling Midwest American 
who edits Fuck You | A Magazine of the 
Arts, have found their Tittle game turned 
но a commercial product with vast im- 
plications—money and air time. (See The 
Underground Press, PLAYBOY, August.) 


“Ma, I want to talk to you about that part where 
the seed falls on fertile ground.” 


The hippies will vote for the first cai 
didate who promises pot in every chicken. 
They will lie in the k with à nude 
girl, reading The Oracle, because The 
Oracle gives the Word and every girl 
nude under her clothes. Mouse and Wes 
Wilson, doing Nouveau Frisco posters, 
thumb th vy, psychedelic noses 
at the premises of poser art—be clear! 
punch hard!—in favor of fun and desi 
and obscure play. People have leisure 

me now; they can figure out the words 
on the posters; and if they can't, who 
needs them? 

The wave makers are ready to пу 
anything that keeps them awake. The 
Beard, a play by the hip-and beat 
poet Michael. McClure. ends with cunni- 
lingus committed by Billy the Kid (sym- 
bolic, stylized) on Jean Harlow (stylized, 
symbolic). The act, however, looks r 
in суету way; and as the critic Grov 


es put it, “This play will go down 
literary history.” The police stalled 


while and ground ¢ 
amesting the 
an Civil. Libertie: 


г gears befor 
ctors and the writer, The 
Union entered 
d now see how complicated 

is: If they are really doing what they 
evidently are doing, then it is an obscene 
performance. But how can they really be 
doing it every night, in the identic 
way. with spoke ! Star! Star! 
Star! Stay!" sobs Jean Harlow.) Then they 
must be imitating the action; that is, per- 
forming an act of art. But aho the act 
g (or are they really 
doing it, plus lines?) is one that perhaps 
is inciting to some people And it is 
illegal іп many. states to do it, even for 
married couples, though perhaps not to 
tize doing it for theatrical edifica- 
And the police were confused and 
didn't move for a long time, but then 
they did (or imitated) their usual per 
formance—they performed a bust. And 
now writers, critics and professors step 
forward to testify that the play is a mov- 
ing. etc, symbolic, etc. testimony to the 
eicrnal, eic.. dubicties. The poor police. 

What is good and what is evil these 
days? Why should a poor cop have 10 


think about such things. ad of 
helping Dick and Jane cross the street 


safely on the way to school? The fact i 
that The Beard is a black-comic fi 
with some touching moments 


it deals directly with sadomasochist 


antasies, it is as confus 
ng as much of contempora 
It has Гош 
and master the confusion— 
An English girl of the upper class, 


recently wrote to her older sis- 


mong other 


y sexualit 


mei 


1a partia 


aged 16 
New York: 


ter in 


Men look so innocent and angelic 
in bed, don't they? Tell me, when 
did you first go to bed with anyone? 
How old were you? Mike and 1 
really love each other, It's not just а 
mad infatuation—it’s grown slowly. 


1 knew him last holidays—not like 
Patrick, who was all glamor and 
titles, and also he was queer. He was 
really very fa ing, but my God 
һе was so selfish. Mike's sell 
метей, but not selfish, so we make 
good couple. We both need the 
same thing. 


« 


This touching gitlishness and inno- 
cence, and the total will to accept sex as 
a mutually helpful collaboration, must 
produce а faint quaver in the bellies of 
the older, romantic generation. Just as 
throwing flowers and kisses at the cops 
—onc of the hippies’ favorite techniques, 
except that they don't think of it as “tech- 
nique”—confuses the veterans of 
wars, racial wars, bossand.worker wars. 

In a collegetown apartment in Ann 
Arbor recently. a girl glanced up from 
making love with her friend to find a 
pair of eyes peeking under the window 
shade. The eyes peered through three 
levels of gliss—her window, the neigh- 
bors window, the wearers specs. She 
«аршу met the сусу and then they 
retreated with shame and she continued 
what she was doing, а mutually helpful 
collaboration with her visitor. 

“Actually,” she commented, “I don't 
really blame him. But | don't like to 
give him the advantage over me." 

The new mass family is replacing the 
facheranotherchiklren small group of 
yore. The Army and transport, 
orgies and key partic - elect 
MeLuhanite plugging in a 
a public straining out of en 
А reporter doing for à nation 
news magazine explains: “I used to be 
id I was queer because I like 10 go to 
bed with my wife and another man at 
the sime time, But now 1 know its just I 
never had a brother and I want one. Му 
wife. she's great—understands. I was a 
lonely only ci And now tell me: 
What's the mood of the country?" 

Henry Fairlie, a fairly 
English conservative, has protested the 
imit by the less young. 
ves that it is for the benefit of 
the young that their opportunity for 
rebellion should be untainted by casy 


class 


sur 


capitulation by adults. He w 
Anxious mot to be thought 
square,” they steal the music, imi- 


tate the dance, adopt the dress, of 
the young. Anxious to be thought 
“understanding,” they anxiously fol- 
low all that the young do and, with 
a giggle. applaud it. This adult 
invasion of the world of the young 
is, committed against themselves. a 
banal. act—committe nst the 
young. almost criminal. It is as if 
the adults today are searchir 
some kind of reassurance ftom thc 
young, which is exactly where they 
have no right to look for it. Genera- 
ous should keep their fences in 
od repair. 


Fair enough. What is more gluey to 
the taste than an aging hippie? But th 
he feels obliged to ridicule the 
inventions, those magic carpets ridden by 
the young; and here he mixes sweet 
good sense with sour: 


28 


The only new factors which seem 
to me to introduce any real novelty 
to their situation are the scientific 
ls. from records to contraceptives, 
from travel to. LSD, which provide 
both the temptation and the oppor 
tunity то satisfy, far more fully than 
before, the desire for immediate 
experience which is the source ol the 
young's impatience, 


The Psychedelic Rangers, riding 
drugs, riding kicks, may merely be satis- 
fying “the desire for immediate experi- 
Fighting the fuzz may merely be 
айс illustration of the blocked 
aggressivity noted by such writers ay Rob- 
ert Ardrey and Konrad Lorenz. But it is 
more likely that their new institutional 
forms consolidate at least some of 
the kicky gains 

As the (original) Digg 
centuries old. puts it 


s Song, three 


Gainst Lawyers and. gainst Priests, 
stand up now. 

For tyrants they are both, even. flat 
against their oath, 

To grant us they are loath, [vec 
meat and drink and cloth. 


Stand up now. Diggers all! 


To conquer them by love, come in 
now, come in now, 
To conquer them by love, come in 


now! 
No power is like to love. 
Glory here, Diggers all! 


And thanks to these boons of modern 
tech records 


olor 


ıd contraceptii es 


jet airplanes and superproduction—ihe 
old dream of the Diggers seems at least 
posible in the hearts of these anony 


mous souls who provide shelter to 
runaways, meat in Ше parks and 
concerting habit of burning the money 
they handed by condescending 
squares. 


diy. 


we 


ае ACIDORUTH MUMBLE. "Sure l 
interested in those other things— politics, 
work, everything. But it’s all a part of 
love. And love is all a part of acid.” 

Now. of couse, there is that 
matter of drugs, about which there are 
strong positions on all sides except. per- 
haps the middle, This article provides no 
exception, but anyone should at least be 
suspicious of experimenting with his own 
chemistry. Blowing the mind is cool (art, 
fun, sex, work), but blowing out the 


vexed 


YOUR CO-PILOT 
FOR LIFE! 


This super-watch is actually a chrono- 
graph.Withitsimpressivedialdivisions, 
it looks just like an instrument panel. 
A genuine competition model, it is, of 
course, destined for sportsmen and 
Professional men in active occupa- 
tions. Its name: the «NAVITIMER». 
What does it do? Equipped with an 
aviation computer, it performs all kinds 
of calculations, such as speed per 
hour, distance covered, conversion of 
miles into kilometers and knots. This 
Superb 17 jewels chronograph with its 
revolving bezel, luminous dial, 30- 
minute and 12-hour recorders is made 
by the watch specialists BREITLING 
of Geneva. (For the record, a similar 
timepiece took part in the American 
world orbit of May 1962!) 


For my information, please send me, free 


the amazing world of chronographs 


a 
[O the special catalogue of Breitling models 
(Mark а cross where applicable) 


Name: Christian name 


Profession: 


Town: 


PBI-1967 


G. Léon Breitling S.A., 26, rue Adrien- 
Lachenal, Geneva Switzerland 
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ered Out. 

Lysergic acid diethylamide, the chief 
of the psychedelic drugs, has put its con- 
voluted stamp on the style of the period. 
Tis users are not dulled ог woozy. as with 
alcohol and the other depressants; nor 

re they jittering, as with Dexedrine and 
Methedrine; rather, their minds are 
panded. They see visions. They proclaim 
truths. They are the travelers of inner 
space. 

One deep critic of the drug cult has 
aid, “LSD is harmless unless talked 
рош." Surely 1967 was not а vintage 
year, and 1968 promises 10 be worse. A 
lot of peculiar sugar got into circulai 
па Dr. Timothy Leary got some contra- 
dictory ideas into the press. At times, he 
promises spectacular sexual achieve- 
ments while on acid trips; at other times, 
he says that erotic pleasures are irrele- 
ant; and then again, he reconciles these 
tory positions with further con- 
He is too busy “organizing 
10 be consistent, Leary says. 
ave to go out of your mind to use 
1," but going out of your mind. 
necessarily а guarantee that you 
aie using your head. 

At Millbrook, New York, on an estate 

in 1889, Timothy Leary dwells, 
not on 10 filled 
with mattreses and a shifting group of 
followers of the new religion, LSD, the 
League for Spiritual Discovery. Asked by 
a visitor if he is a gu af 
was the one to get the lucky script." At 
the regular ingestions of LSD, he appe: 
in white dress to lead the faithful: “Now 
we are n this trip together. 
ге like spaceships in space, Now we are 
going to пу to keep Yow 
there might be voyagers who might want 
to leave this room, but spiritually we 
should want to stay together... .” 

The litle cubes of sugar are passed. 
about. The celebrants look through pris- 
matic glass together at a stone, at low- 
ers, at the sky. Their spirits are elsewhere. 
Timothy Leary wears red socks, because 
he doesn’t like his socks to be confused 
with othas in the common laundry 

Out on the lawn, some children. are 
play s a riddle: 
“What goes up and up and never comes 
down?" 

"What?" asks the visitor. 

"A guy on LSD with two boosters.” 

Mike, a merchant [rom one of the 
branch offices of the League for Spiritual 
Discovery, engages a visitor im discus 
[he visitor says, “OK, maybe its 
good for Leary, Alpert, Allen Ginsberg, 
people like that. Maybe it's a kind of fuel 
for a machine already in motion—gives 
them energy and insight, maybe, helps 
them power themselves. But what about 
school kid who chinks she'll 


м 


your һе: 


is not 


a mansion 


u, he answered. 


sion. 


get to be like the poets, the gurus, the 
heroes of the movemen 

“Well, she's using it, 
answers. 

“I mean, she doesn't know who she is. 
n't really got a self yet—she’s a 
dolescent. She gets a euphoric 
h and maybe a desperate bring-down 
or freak-ou us 


isn't. she?” asks 


"But she's using 
ме. 


that's what Fm saying. She 
"t know herself at all. She just flips 


“Bur she’s using it. Well, isn't: she 
using ii? Well, if she's using it, she’s OK. 
isn't she? Isn't she using it? OK, then, 
she’s OK.” 

Failure of commu 
If she t 

Later, in am acid-pusher's p: 
shrine, as he would prefer to define it 
sar among the wall hangings. the Bud- 
dhas, the tapestries. the pillows. the 
boppers, the smell of incense and pot 
and herb tea and the macrobiotic rice 
ng on the stove. Blonde Houcy, 
ig nothing but a smock. her eyes 
iderness, looked into а 
re nd said. "You're beautiful. 
There's so much sweetness and love in 
vou. I want to look at you so much. 
really dig you." 

She is 19 yems old. She worked as a 
hustler for a time in New York, but now 
she has found iruth, She works only 
enough то buy her supply of acid. [Us 
not very expensive, though the price 
continues to go up. She sleeps where 
matress is offered. and this week the 
nattress is offered here. She's nie to 
have around. She finds beauty every- 
where, and especially in new men. 

Another visitor to Mike's shrine is a 
former psychologist from Coral Gables, 
Florida. He wears а [uz/y-wuzzy sweater 
that makes him look like a cuddly 
favorite son. Jeans, tennis shoes, He ex- 
plains what goes on during the acid. voy 
age toward reality. “Inside it's truth and 

ll true contemplation. feeling. medita- 
lion for peace of understanding type 
man. Don't ask me to use words, What it 
drag. I bee 1l my lif 
sulting psychologist for industry, 
Miami. man. Jacksonville. Now 1 dig 
That there Honey got the truth, man, 
right there where she keeps it. Ooh ah, 
there it went.” 

"Man," says the psychologist as Honey 
disappears to stir the rice, "suppose 
we could turn on . . . Johnson? Think of 
that, Lawrence Welk. The fuzz, Ob, I 
get a fine par going for me. Ooh ah, 
there it went We could turn on 
everybody. 

People have been tripping out in vari- 
ous rooms of the apartment. There is a 
quiet buzz in the air. A зара record plays 


word min 


- con- 
m 


over and over again, but when Ravi 
Shanku is tuning up and when he is 
playing—thac’s the beauty of it—the 


Western car judges only 
difficulty, He is at one with his instru- 
ment, The new audience is eager to catch 
up with his raining, but without actually 
learning what Ravi Shankar knows. 

The Talian-longshoreman husband. of 
painter is on a bad trip. He misses 
his wife. She is out dehexing a boarding- 
house. In addition to being a painter and 
a belly dancer, she is a witch 

The husband is sweating and flailing 
« panicky. “Come on, Profes- 
he wails, “you got to suaighten my 
head around, someone got to straighten 
my head around, T mean tu 
І don’t care, Professor” 

He is gri ; but hysterical. 

Mike. the organizer of this little cell, 
puts his arm around the man’s shoulder 
d leads him onto the porch. He smiles 
back at the knot of concerned friends. I 
ke care of all this! his glance and 
seem to say. He listens to the 
п. He pats his 
arm. The man is wailing for his wife 
Mike calls to Honey to come and help. 
listen, too. 
er tbe pusher, Mike, explains that 
hero of our timc. “Like, I'm a 
n. I could go up for any amount. 
rs now, them laws they got, Like. 
а putting my Ше on the line every 
time to make sure the people get blown 
out of their mind. Мап, TI turn on a 
cop, he wants it. I'm a true guru of our 
time,” 

“Guru 


with great 


the 
sor, 


п il around, 


means teacher know 


you 


“That's what I said. 1 used to sell 
b. but it dries up the head, so I 
stopped that. T ako sold por. But, hell 
grass is good—I'm really special. Now I 
Tound I have this mission, vou know? To 
turn people on and make them OK. I'm 
the center here, you know, man? You 
know, manz You know, man? 

Meanwhile, Honey is giving truth 10 
the former psychologist om a matures 
while mildly curious visitors troop past 
them to look for grass, chat with frien 
dip into the communal pot of rice. He 
суз tenderness is real and it will be ju 
1 for the next man in an hour or 
two. The psychologist feels that he is in 
touch with the universe, thanks тө Hon- 
vv, both of them meditated by acid 
They know that acid is the magic carpet. 
It has transported them both to true 
love. They don't ask work, time, patience 
or sacrifice. Instant true love will suffice. 
Из not sex. They are opposed to mere 
sex. Thats lust—square, I's love, love, 
love, Of course. they express it through 
sex. But that’s only the means IVs not 
what you'd call square sex, like other 
peoples. Из hip sex. It's special. 105 
theirs. And the psychologist says about 
his relationship with Honey: "In return, 
е her the companionship of an 
exciting mind. 

“Whar docs she give you?" 

He looked if I were crazy, 


S ri 


me a 


ИШИН 


ч ШШШ, 


m AM 
SIS SOA ee ee 


“ау... how about an instant replay for us?” 
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blind or all thr includes malevo- 
lent. Yes, it was evident. “Which has 
broken out of the establishment game,” 
he continued, diagraming his exciting 
mind for me. 

In America, we now live in a drug cul- 
ture. H is estimated that six dozen mood 
pills were consumed per person in 1966, 
ula is blurting chemicals into our 


Dr 
blood streams, not sucking the blood out. 
Walier Miuy, wanting 10 be King Kong 


nd finding himself ma 
Wray for 40 years, e 
pill and di ag he 


Tt excites him. So he takes tranquilizers. 
Tt bores him. So he takes stimulants, He 
looks at the sky and doesn't see God, so 
he asks Mike what to take, and Mike is 
delighted to tell him. 

A few years ago, the drugs of choice 
Methed or Dexedrine com- 
pounds—speed, as they are called. or 
forwards. But now the glory trip of Dr. 
Leary has advertised the new psychede 


5, everything from acid to mo 
glory seeds. Even in Clevclan 


there was until recently a Headquarters 
(“Travel Accommodations for the Dis- 
iminating Smoker”), where books and 


Fugs and girls with Berkeley- 
Майе ironed hair could be found on 
friendly Eudid Avenue. cay vou rass 


"ur лар TEST? asks the 
h a recruiting post 
am. АП over the country, the acid- 
culture people flash funny cards and 
prisms and pieces of glass at one another. 
"They are recognized. they recognize their 
- They feel at home, even on 
uclid Avenue. 

In a psychedelic boardinghouse in the 
ight-Ashbury district of San Francisco 
sychedelphia," columnist Herb Caen 
has called. it—the residents have taken 
old building and made it pretty 


rd illustrated 
ion of Uncle 


bits of glass, col clippings 
ned to the wall, antiwar and prolove 
posters, celebrations of dances, poctry 
gs. plastic hangings, 


little objects, rugs, tapestries, things fill 
the rooms. A boy with a Brooklyn accent 


giggles and man, wow, I'm 
on residents wear 
beads; the men and girls wear beaded 
headdresses, but without the feathers, 


because they are not quite Indians. 

Joel, the boy from Brooklyn, explains 
out love. Acid helps people love. 
For example: “I lov y John- 
son, Sheriff k in Alabama, Pat 
Boonc- 

"Hitler? 

He turns thoughtful. “Well, I don't 
know much about him. But I love 
soul. ‘Comse, Ive been told some bad 
gs about him. My pare 
ish. So I don't love wh: 

You're the first pe 
loves Hitler." 

Joel looks at me with pitying tender- 
nes. “If you take off the ego," he ex- 


son I've met who 


200 plains, “we're all the same, I'm me and 


you and everybody. It’s groovy 

“Do you ever get sore at anybody 

“Well. my wile, sort of. We gor di- 
vorced. But | love her. But not using 
acid should be grounds for divorce 

She didn't use. 

He shook his head with shame for his 
former wife. "She ran off to her mother. 
Scared, when all I wanted to do was 
help her, I knew this other cat, he gave 
up his college degree two weeks before 
he had it, he wanted to go to India to 
learn this flute he heard on a trip. 

"What do you want out of Ше? 

He giggled and pulled the beads 
down tighter around his skull. “Travel 
around, see people, experience things. 
live in a cabin. . . - 
me, though, he lives 
ighouse with a lot of other people 
who want to live in а cabin, experiencin 
He likes to answer questions 
at he is doing. He has a mis- 
sionary intention. He is eager to ple: 
like Polonius, eager to swell a progress 
and be of use. 

Acid culture is similar to other drug 
cults, except that the mood is ly 
sweeter. There is much insistence on gen- 
tleness, smiles, love, the yeah-hey-groovy 
manner. A group living in Psychedelph, 
takes to the far-our taped. music, to raga 
and other Eastern rhythms, to stained 
glass and dark rich colors. When their 
optical nerves are jangled by acid. this 
is what they like to see. Beaded and 


ina 


glowing, they the self to use 
by the great organic and the great 
A groove. 


machine worlds. Pe: 

At a special gathering, Кеп Kesey's 
Halloween Acid Test Graduation Cere- 
mony, Kesey, who was fighting convic 
tions on narcotics charges, announced а 
graduation from drugs Among the 


crowd present were some Hell's Angels, 
stude 


is. teeny boppers and Kesey's per- 
club, the Merry P ters, devoted. 
пу clothes, tape and film and 
grooving together. There was а band, 
costumes, an air of expectant reveling. 
Th a hip way ıo be square—the 
general idea of the meeting. 

g a microphone, Kesey segued 
1 abstracted rhapsody about 
spider webs. On speed, the spi 
ders make lots and lots of lopsided webs. 
On marijuana, beautiful wild webs. On 
acid: onc simple web and that’s all. 

Wall, he implied, there might be a 
way to do it without acid. 

This called for reverence. The cestatic 
revelers, the psychedelic-ecstatic plus the 
reporters, the photographers, the TV 
cameramen, the girl from Vogue and Tom 
Wolfe all knelt with Kesey. The gifted 


novelist of One Flew over the Cuckoo's 
Nest w 


trouble and knew it. He 
y k to society 
and to lind it publicly. He was tired of 


as in 


id Canada under 


abused on mere marijuana charges. Now 
he was waiting for his inspiration to 
strike. The crowd kneeled, hushed. He 
asked for comments from the floor and a 
bit of quier meditation. The Merry 
Pranksters were stilled. Ken's wife and 
children beamed upon him. 

He waited and waited for something 
to siy. It would come to him in 
moment. He pr 
giunded and impatient ones peeled off 
Ч went home. Some of the Hell's 
Cl» who had been turned on to acid 
were puzzled by their colleague. Why 
didn't Ken sy it? What was he think- 
ing? What was the word? 

The drama of the drug culture is part- 
ly illusory, depending on the ambiance 
of conspiracy and illegality. Living out 
this romance is often like having a lovely 
and delicate girl's hearing aid, but with- 
out the girl. Like pop art, much of what 
is produced is mitigated а 
gated by its fair expression of a confused 
ntic time. It submits to the mood- 
says that the way out is 
chemical, as Huxley predicted in Brave 
New World, where he showed a sheep- 
ish population lining up for soma. 

Ken Kesey held а candle! 
conference at Peaks pad to 

ing [rom the 
1 in Mexico or someplace in order to 
ighten out the minds of everybody. 
g through my head 
ed 
1 his lecture. belore 
a creati B sem at Stanford. 
Wanted by the police, he was every- 
where, if not like Batman, at least like 
Robin. How did he avoid arrest? “I just 
stand small and ooze along," he ex 
plained. “The cops never see mi 
Relaxed now, Ke: 


racticed calm as a few dis- 


An 


press 


like a 


су sat hunched in a 
п his sheepskin coat while he im- 
few more of the ideas that саш 
like bats to his head. Soon everyone was 
huddled closely about him as he called 
the signals: “No more acid! Turn ou with 
other means—dance, clothes—it's time for 
а new thing in this country 

His admirers admired the masked 
profile of courage that he turned toward 
the inept fuzz and the inepter FBI. He 
would ooze along, blowing his mind i 

own way. 
A few days late 
Alter two mistr 
possession-of-marijuana. charges, hi 
finally convicted of “know 
a place where marijuana was kept 
June 23, he began serving a six-month 
Jaji sentence. 

A few months ago, Dr. Timothy Leary 
took his traveling show from New Yor 
to San Francisco and held a press 
conference, 

Leary: “I am 


‚ Kesey was a 
15 on 18. 


ingly be 


here on a religious 


PH CLAUDE|FERRAND 


JEAN COLIN 


ORLY AIRPORT 


or Kennedy or Fiumicino. 
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reconnaisance mission." While the re- 
porters scribbled, the tape spools spun. 
He peddled his religion with fluent charm 
and eloquence, mixing the language of 
hippie and the language of Harvard and 
a certain је sais quot of his own. He 
wore a red lei. "We 10 distribute 
LSD only to our co-religionists, other- 
wise you get in а hassle, We don't want 
to engage in the game of power politics” 
ame" is one of the operative words 
Tor Leary. He continued, "You must be 
in a state of grace to take the sacrament, 
LSD. Of course, we don't have any for- 
mal routine—you're the best judge of 
that on your own internal chessboard 

“Chesshoard,” that day, was also one 
of his important words. 

“We have 
process,” he 
with the reporters’ pencils. 

His friend and colleague. Dr. Richard 
Alpert, warned the journalists: “If you 
write anything to do with drug, hippie, 
ex-professor, addiction, cult, уоште 
Irs all a metaphor, spiritu 
Leary: “We have celebrated the rein- 
ation of Jesus Christ in New York 
City. Now the people who go to the Fill- 
more to dance are doing it a different 
way. Everyone should start his own reli- 
gion. We should examine our con- 
science. In ten years, 1 predict we'll have 
a psychedelic President.” 

“Who's gonna be 


want 


ow 


the divine 
keeping pace 


wi 


of 
sid slowly, 


ness, 


wrong. 


the psychedelic 


President in ten years?” someone asked 
the publicity girl. 

"Sh," she said. 

Leary was explaining about bad trips. 
"Are there bad trips?" he asked. "Well, 
you're asking me to go onto the checker- 
d of the minds of people I don’t 
‘The reason people don't take LSD 


ve afraid to—afraid of the divine 
proces, they can’t face i 

"Does that satisfy you; 

;ood! Ask me anothe 

Someone asked about kids taking 
LSD. 

“Well, a sixteen-year-old chick taking 


acid on a motorcycle with her lover, 
OK, she might be in a state of grace, A 
psychiatrist doing research for a paper, 
on an ego trip of his own, is more frivo- 
lous. Does that satisfy you? Good. 
“Da you agree with the existentialists 
that а person is what he does, his ac- 
asked Сапо, a former Madison 
t director who was with 1 
T got a Hash of that several 
I was on an acid trip! I 
believe it. No, it was a combination 
Methedrine high and trip. Yeah, 1 
remember. You're right. You're absolute- 
ly right. If you do the right thing—take 
acid. we God—you're in the right bag. 
Is a glory trip. You're dropped o 
You're nobody, you're everybody, 15 that 
what you meant, man 
Running through a cellular exami 
tion of themselves. the new druggies are 
content, peaceful, easy, unless they are 


tions?" 1 


times whe 


“Achtung 


Mother... .” 


tormented and violent. They are check- 
ing out what they feel. From the outside, 
in New York, Boulder, 
Chicago, London, on so many campuses, 
in so many towns, they have dropped 
out of the race. They look as if the popu- 
lation explosion has exploded them. 
They have taken a rain check on moncy, 
status, power, wars, thc mes,” 
Leary and Alpert call the traditional pur- 
suits: the power game, the establishment 


as 


game, the academic game, the suburb 
game. They call their boardinghouses 
"communes" They write messages t0 


one another on the walls and doors. 
shar 


I hey 


claborate_in-jokes, ir 


r period had a 
trending explanation of the rush 
y and achievement and. peace 
of the occupation of being an addict 
“Ws something to do. man." The answer 


to boredom amd anxiety: something to 
do, find the connection, get the fix, 
something to do. The 

busy in ways that seem s 

organized and peaceful, at different 
times. And the “bad wip,” the rights, 
the horrors, the freak-out ke the 
vengeance of the outraged cells, When 
does it happen? When has too much 


LSD gone through the body? When the 
soul is not prepared for the experience? 
On the third, the seventh, the twenty 
th wip? When the guide is not the 
right one? When the body has taken all 
it can take? No one can tell for sure. 
Many end in hospitals, and their friends 
wonder why, since always before it hi 
been “beautiful, just beautiful, lov 
tender, beautiful.” Electricity, aspir 
many medicines cam be taken in small 
amounts: larger amounts act as poisons. 
The limits for lysergic acid are not 
known. They scem to vary in individu- 
The longterm effects are also not 
ned 


ls 
dete 

One psychiatrist. initially enthusiastic 
about the possibilities of LSD, hus 
offered a metaphor to explain its power. 
It loosens the glue that keeps a personal- 
ity together. Its like soaking a glued toy 
з hot water, Things рег jangled: there 
are new conjunctions. Then the glue 


ШЕ 


hardens, But not ay hard as before. Then 
а new dose, new loosening. a new hard- 
ening. but nor as hard as before. And 


one day, depending 
glue, it doesn't hi 
toy goes jangling into bits 
gerous,” he says. filling 
up with people whose glue doesn't seem 
10 harden enough to let them survive in 


quality of the 
ugh and the 
“It’s too dan 


Institutions are 


said a delegate to the LSD 
conference in San Francisco last winter, 
has risks You cross the 

street, that’s a You get up in the 


morning. You take a pill." He shrugged. 
“It makes you loving.” 
This vague evocation of the highest 


virtues—love, creativi: can be called 


the Acid Truth Mumble. The 
The voices come out. The v 
It is acid speaking. 


THE ART or 


POSITIVE 
1 this wave-making con- 
fusion of innovation, a perennial vision 


of history is likely to reappear—the 
vision of continuity and permanence. 
The wave makers want to be what they 
аге. what they really ave. The kids are 
blowing their whistles and the cops 
ng in the careful, précise lang 
imic Up tight, freaking out or just 
mindblown, those have seized 
upon lei their booty are creating 
demons, Victorian lamps and perhaps а 
new w: Some of then 
storekeeper in the Fast Village said, “are 
artists in their own way. They don't shop- 
lift me so much They got a 
lot of love 

The young ar 
forms of consum id nonconsuming, 
setting the stage for the future with their 
ıd Express 
What You Have. 
Run Г. ау these noble 
sivages. and there you will find—Ameri 
ca, America! They substitute for the 
beatnik's absten: new complicity in 
the working out of things: You can’t go 
into exile again. "They look preity good 
both in clothes and naked. When lost 
in storms, they force pills down th 
throats, They sneak glances at rhem- 
selves in the mirror, but then they walk 
ay. Like the Anabaptists and che Am 
ish, the wave makers hate to bear 
they believe in communal living, the: 
have subtle rites of passage into adult 
life. They are cultural dropouts who see 
new cultures dropping in. They have 
extrasensory ignorances. “They support 
themselves any way they can and some- 
times get r 
rest of the world, which is seck 
ter way, too. 

The life you lead, they say, may be 
your own. They throw stones and live in 
usc they like shimmer- 
ing floors. They are сатеіш to step on 
the splinters, They bear their wounds 
noisil 

In a manifest filled with questions, 
The Diggers asked: When will Timothy 
Leary stand on a street corner waiting 
for 

FRODO LIVES! COME 10 MIDDLE EARTH 
proclaim the buttons of the new Hobbit 
cult based on J. R. R. Tolkien's trilogy, 
The Lord of ihe Rings. The Hobbits go 
long. they uy to avoid danger. they 
don't like it, they don’t want to get 
involved. But when the thing comes, they 
simply doi This is the book 

Marshall Me 
Luhan, Timothy Leary and Bobby Dy- 
Jan are the foam of the wave. Tolkien's 


who 


ure 


as tha 


n ymore. 


ng the way to new 


h out of emulation. of the 


g a bet 


no onc? 


al 


nder. 


“Pay no attention to him, Miss Johnson. He's here 
with some kind of sex problem. .. 7 


At Grace Cathedral in San Francis 
representative of the Esalen Institute 
Big Sur declared: "The life of every 
rt of itis pure and holy 
This is a religious statement; but 
le this vision takes the im ion of 
some. others think back on the beatn 
the holy barbarians of ten years ago, or 
back into history—so many cults and 
credos and revolutions that now 
merely footnotes to cultural history. 
Another vision takes the skeptic: 

Two AM, at the corner of Haight and 
Ashbury in San Francisco, or Bleecker 
and Macdougal in New York, or on 
Kings Road in London, or near Le Dr 


vinylclad teeny bopper with raga record 
under her arm. “Hey, man," he says, 
“you want to fall up to my pad and blow 
some music ‘n’ stuff 

"Cool" says the fading teeny bopper 
with the copy of John Lennon, the clip- 
ping about Bobby Dylan's accident, the 
BAN THE BOMB sticker on her miniskirt. 

As they leave, two strangers appe 
They are wearing wire glasses 
antique clothes. One, the girl, has a skirt 
à Ш the way below her kne 
is caring the last remaining 
Tiffany lamp. The other, a boy, is wea 
а тоогу suit with wide lapels and is driv- 
ing a green tricycle. "Good Lord," he 
says, staring alter both the 40-year-old 
hipster and the 19-yearold fading tee 
bopper, "look at those ricky-tick, worn- 


out articles. Come оп, miss, let's go get a 
milk shake and a hamburger at the 
drive-in.” 

For, indeed. there is a certain perma 
nence in rebellion, in the generational 
conflict. And all through history. back to 
the conflicis of Alcibiades the Young 
Hippie and Socrates the Square Profes- 
sor—the Enthyphro is a dialog in which 
Plato ravishes the problem of w 
owe до Гатау ћете has be 
struggle for pre-eminence. The sage hab- 

s of the elderly have given way to the 
wild impatience of the young, which has 
given way t0 sageness. 

But the wave makers 
way back, through all ıl 
ment 
essent 


violations. outrages, to an old and 
truth abour not just innovation 
and fashion but about that essential in 
gredient of humanity It takes 
a great deal of will to do creative work. 
and some of the will must be used 10 re- 
ах the will—to let in the wildness. The 
wave makers are relaxing the puritan 
will and doing it with p: nd dete 
mination. They are grokking and groov- 
ing. and with a moral pasion to grok 
and groove. They are not Huck Finns 
merely floating on ihe river. When they 
float, they are irying to define the nature 
of rivers, the nature of man. 
And, yes, they are also floating, too, 
nd they ask the rest of the world: Com 
let us float and define together. Let us 
ke wa 
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COMPUTERS / THEIR SCOPE 


(continued from page 120) 


there's the rub—for even the best pilot 
in the world, trying to land this monster 
for the first time, will almost surely crack 
it up. Do you take the chance? OF course 
not, You use a computer to simulate the 
"s controls. its performance and 
nding field and thus teach the pilot 
how to land safely and gracefully with- 
out ever taking to the а 

These are the obvious ways in which 
the system—and individual units of the 
system, such as the supersonic plane— 
has grown far too complex for human 
control. There is another way that, 
though hidden. is in fact even more 
important. What has made our modern 
scientific era possible is an information 
explosion; our whole society is based on 
a rapidly expanding new knowledge of 
physics, chemistry. medicine and engi 
neering. Information pours out of the 
research laboratories 100 fast for any hu- 
man brain to absorb. Around the world. 
100.000 separate and different technical 
journals are published їп 60-odd lan 
ages. The total amount of scientific 
a published cach year runs to 
250.000.000 pages. In the rush. there is 
even a good deal of information that 
never gets published at all. In the labora 
of a pharmaceutical company, for 
‚ а new drug discovered by some 
ingenious researcher toda ay may, in fact, 
be being "discovered" for the second or 
even the third tin lis original discov- 
cry may very well lic buried in the u: 
read workbook of some earlier researcher 
who. knowing of no use for the drug at 
did not pass his knowledge 


the time, 
along. 
Thus, the information explosion that 
produced the computer now needs the 
computer to keep up with it. A com- 
puter prints the weekly publication called 
Chemical Titles. listing the topics cov 
етей by new articles in 690 leading chem- 
ical journals. Another computer prints 
te monthly Index Medicus, which lists 
alphabetically, under subject matter, the 
new articles in some 2400 medical jour- 
nals. Each issue of Index Medicus runs 
about 600 pages and nearly 2,000,000 
words; without the computer it could 
never be printed in time to keep up with 
new developments. Drug companies are 
starting to store the workbooks of their 
researchers in a computers infallible 
memory, to avoid the waste of new re- 
search that merely duplicates the old. 
The biggest single user of computers 
today is the U.S. Government, which 
would otherwise be crushed under an 
impossible load of paperwork. Comput- 
ету not only scan tax returns and keep 
Social Security records but also calculate 
census data, direct prospeaive employees 
to their Civil Service examinations and 
make out pay checks for something like 
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at good 
stores everywhere 


2,000,000 Federal workers and more 
than 500,000 others who are retired 
and living on pensions. The Air Force 
uses one of the most intricate of all com- 
puter systems to control its world-wide 
ventory of equipment and supplies, 
which is worth well over ten billion 
dollars at any given moment. It uses 
another complex system to keep track of 
every single а с in the skies above 
the U.S. and С second by second, 
around the clock. The space program— 
the control and tracking of 20,000.mph 
satellites and spaceships—would be im- 
possible without computer 

‘The second biggest user is, of course, 
American business; and there are experts 
t it has been the com- 
puter rather than the new 
economics or sheer luck, that has per- 
mitted our nation 10 remain so prosper- 
ous over so long a period. This is because 
one of the uses to which the computer 
has been put by business as well as 
by the Air Force is the control of inven- 
tory, at which it has been exceptionally 
cllective, Industries that get a constant 
flow of computerizal information about 
their supplies and sales сап get by with a 
much smaller inventory than in the past; 
they do not get stuck with large and un- 
movable supplies of goods and then have 
to cut back on production until the sup- 
plies have been whittled down. A dec- 
ide or so ago, the inventories of the 
manufacturers of durable goods used to 
fluctuate by an average of four billion 
dollars a year, causing corresponding 
changes in production and employment. 
Now, the average fluctuation is cut in 
half and the peaks and valleys of pro- 
duction have been evened out. No one 
would argue that the computer has made 
recessions impossible—but it has certainly 
reduced the danger from one of the 
frequent causes of recessions in the past, 

Other business applications of the 
computer are legion. Schlitz uses it to 
make predictions of the sales of beer and 
to help decide where and when to build 
new brewcrics. International Harvester 
wes it to make simulated 
trucks and to predict their life span. Ford 
has a computer controlling a production 
run that will operare nonstop for three 
years and at the end of that time will 
€ turned out a 9000-mile strip of 
windshield glass; this computer gets a 
constant flow of information on how the 
process is going from 700 sensing de- 
vices and makes the necessary readjust- 
ments at 80 control points, Mobil Oil has 
a computer-controlled refining unit that 
automatically analyzes market prices and 
then turns out whatever combination of 
products will be most profitable. Pills- 
bury has a machine that provides its 
executives, at eight o'clock in the morn 
ing, with a complete analysis of the com- 
pany's sales and inventory position as of 
closing time the previous day. Exccu- 


runs of new 


67 
и 


“. .. He should never have stopped to 


pick those blueberries. . 


es at Woodward & Lothrop. a Wash: 
ington department store, get а similar 
ly-morning report on the previous 
^s sales in each department of nine 
separate stores, along with a running 
account of this y uend compared 
with last year's at this date. Clothing 
manufacturers feed a new dress design 
into the machine and let the computer 
draw up the many individual patterns 
needed to produce it in all sizes from 6 
to 46. 

The stock exchanges have computers 
that talk. If you want to know what is 
happening today to U.S. Steel or Syn- 
tex, you simply call the computer on 
your touch-tone phone, touch three more 
butions to give the code number of your 
stock, then listen, Stored in the computer 
are sound tracks such as those on a movie 
film. The computer picks out the correct 
combination of voice sounds to give you 
the quotation on the last sale, the cur- 
rent hid and offered price and, in fact, 
the figure at which the stock opened and 
its high and low for the day. Several times 
a day and immediately after the close of 
the markets, the Associated Press uses its 
own computers to rush the stock tables 
to newspapers around the nation. 


In medicine, the computer already has 
many uses. A computerized dummy of a 
human being, with a heart that beats 
and throat muscles that twitch. is used to 
train ancsthesiologists at the University 
of Southern С the dummy, 
which has heart failure or 
vor attacks, enables the trainees to 
le n a few days what used to take 
several months to mast i 
Hospital in New Yor 
is used Гог ray 
diograms made 
t am signals have 
been sent from France to the U.S. via 
satellite, have been experily lyzed by 
a computer and the results have then 
been sent back to France, all within 30 
seconds. In many medical centers, com- 
puters make and report on blood tests 
much faster than the tests cin be made 
by human technicians. In Mayo Clinic, a 
computer keeps constant tack of the 
blood pressure, body temperature, heart 

ме and hing rate of patients 
undergoing neurosurgery and flashes its 
findings onto a television screen in the 
operating room. At Presbyterian Medical 
Center in San Fra a computer 
keeps watch over patients recovering. 


a computer 
is of elec 


ar- 


bre: 
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from open-heart surgery and flashes an 
"mediate alarm if complications de- 
velop. In Brooklyn, nine hospitals are 
hooked into a computer system that 
keeps a second-by-second census of the 
beds 
dren's wards; a child brought to a hosp 
tal that is already filled can be sent 
without delay to the nearest place where 
space is available, At Sara Mayo Hospi- 
tal in New Orleans, a computer plans 
menus that. provide a. balanced diet and 
the proper calorie count at lowest. possi- 
ble prices; the computer takes full ac- 
count of the preferences and dislikes 
pressed by patients in the past and also 
the need for variety in the color and con- 
sistency of the foods served at each 
meal. 
The miscellaneous uses of the com- 
puter would require a catalog of their 
own. It has been used by modern versions 
of the old-fashioned Jonely-hearts clubs 
in an attempt to help college men and 
women, and older people as well, find 
dates who share their interests and tastes. 
(Computerized dating may be just a fad 


available or occupied in their chil- 


nd no bener than older methods of 
matching cards showing personality 
traits—but conceivably, if applied to 


thousands of people on a city-wide scale, 
it could be a standard part of romance 
in the future) It is used in printing 
plants to set type, on airplanes and ships 
s a sort of supernavigator, in engincer- 
ing to solve previously insoluble prob- 
Jems and to draw up working blueprints, 
at the race track to calculate the pari 
mutuel odds and pay oils. It is being used 
to analyze and to plan ways of combating 
air pollution and water pollution and, 
experimentally, to relieve big-city traffic 
jams and to improve weather forecasting. 
It provides pathways through the vast 
confusion of the nation's laws, for the 
benefit of lawyers and legislators and, in 
Fact, augments the grasping power of the 
long arm of the ago, it is 
used to enforce payment of 2,500,000 
parking tickers issued cach year. The Fed. 
cml Bureau of Investigation has set up 
a nationwide computer system that will 
eventually enable any local policeman, 
when he sees a suspicious automobile, to 
phone his headquarters and le: 
immedi ping the auto- 
view, whether it 
wanted h 
The computer is even used 


most 


ely, while still k 
mobile in 


has beet 


n connection w 


to design and help manufacture better 
computers—an indication that it may 
someday, like living creatures, be capable 


ol reproduction. 
If the nation's computers went dead 
this very moment, all of us would know 
it once—and to our sorrow. Our tele- 
phones would go silent. Our self-service 
clevators would stop. It would be impos- 
reservation. / 


ndustrial plants would shut 
down. The nation’s banks would stagger 
under an lanche of checks impossible 
to sort by hand. Yet most of the current 
uses of the computer—however marvel- 
ous, however essential to the day-by-day 
operation of a civilization as complicated 
аз ours—are somewhat remote from 
your and my personal experience. Most 
Americans have never seen a computer, 
except possibly on television on election. 
night. Except for our contacts with tele 
phones and elevators, most of us have 
never operated one or even dreamed. of 
wsing one in intensive way. As а 
matter of fact, there are very few execu- 
tives in Government or business, those 
two great customers of the computer 
industry, who e ever had any direct 
personal contact with a machine. Most 
executives do not understand computers 
or know how to usc them: they deal with 
the machines through a group of rather 
mysterious middlemen called program- 
mers, who usc a new kind of lang 
full of code words and m 
symbols, to tell the machines wi 
Thus, the computer age, in many 
ways, has so far been a disappoint- 
ment, The computer was supposed to 
revolutionize our lives; it was supposed 
to put marvels of new technology at our 
finger tips: there were even some dar 
but fascinating hints thar it might out 
think us and take us over. But where are 
ll these fabulous new 
what are they doing for us? 
“Computers,” admits one of their ma 
ufacturers, “have been flagrantly mis- 
epresented. They haven't been useful to 


great many 


any 


nes and 


people at all—except to the few people 
ending. 


who ran them." But that day 
"In the past," says this m 
"computers have been like тай 
great for the businessman who wa 
ship a heavy load of freight across the 
country, no good at ай to the individual 
who wants to get from his home to his 
office. Now we're moving into à new 
stage, where the computer will be like 
a passenger automobile ble 10 take 
anybody wherever he wants to go, when- 
ever he wants 10 go the 
There are many scientists now at work 
uying to adapt the machines to handle 
the complications, not of eivi 
whole but of life for the 
these scientists are thinking not of the 
mass problems of society but of the per- 
sonal problems that you and I encounter 
ery day of our lives in 1 


avail 


ev intr 


difficult, baffling and often. exaspe 
world. This is the special goal. for ex: 
ple, of Dr. Fano and the MAC Proj 
(lor Machine Aided Cognition) that he 
directs at MIT. Says Dr. Fano, “We're 


ай faced with daily problems that are 
rapidly getting much too complex to 
solve. We don't have enough time, infor- 
mation or experience to keep up with 
the growing difficulties that surround 


when we try to budget our incomes, pay 
our bills, balance our checkbooks, make 
out our tax returns, save and invest for 
our old age, decide whether to buy or 
rent a house, evaluate a new job offer, 
contemplate a move to Calilornia, keep 
track of family anniversaries. draw up а 
will or even plan a sensible work schedule 
for tomorrow. Somehow we have to break 
through this ceiling of complexity." 
The kind of computer use that Dr. 
о and his colleagues have in mind is 
typified by an experimental program 
under way in California, where 
high school students get a highly expert 
form of guidance from а machine. In 
planning his next year's program, the 
student gocs to the machine and learns 
what courses are available. The machine 
sks him if he is planning to go to col- 
if so, what kind of college; it 
dvises him what kind of courses 
ke to meet that college’s entrance 
ments as well as his high school’s 
ments for graduation. It tells him 
well students with his kind of 


lege and 
then 


how 
record have done at that kind of college 


—how m 


y of them have managed to 
be A students or how many have flunked 
out—and may suggest that he is aiming 
his sights either too high or too low. It 
relers all special problems to the school's 
guidance counselor, while frei 
from the routine questions. 

A similar sort of program, Dr. 
has pointed out, could be devised for 
helping people make out their income- 
tax returns; it would be superior to ап 
conceivable book on taxes. One trouble 
with the tax laws is that they have to be 
written to cover every possible situation; 
they must therefore be extremely compli- 
cated, The trouble with the books that 
wy to explain the laws is that they сап 
do so only by citing examples—which 
often turn out to be slightly different 
from our own problems, i s whose 
importance or unimportance we find 
hard to judge. A computer could be pro- 
gramed to listen to any kind of tà 


w 


problem, even the most unusual. and 
work out the logical app! ns of the 
law to that. particular c Fano has 


even suggested that the іпсотелах laws 
of the future might be programed di- 
rectly into the ne instead of printed 
on paper. 

One computer scientist, partly for fun 
but partly has been thinking 
computer program that would 
give advice on restaurants in New York 
or other big cities; it would ask the user 


rnest, 


about 


questions such Do you Chinese 
food"; "Do you prefer a small place or a 
large one”; "Do you want music"; 


"How much do you want to spend?"; 
"Does the restaurant have to be near 
some particular theater?" From what it 
learned about the users tastes 
budget, it would then give him a I 


“Something weird in a high-heel pump. I'm going 
out with a foot fetishist.” 
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“Perhaps madam would like something 
а teensy bit smaller?” 


places he might like, Afterward, by find- 
ing out how well he actually enjoyed the 
meal, the machine would learn even 
more about him and be able to supply 
even better advice the next time. The 
same program could be enlarged to sug- 
gest ways of spending an evening or a 
weekend. (“People who live in cities have 
a fantastic array of choices of how to 
spend their time," says this scientist, " 
at the moment, they don't take much 
advantage of the choices. They need 
help.”) Tt could even be made into а sort 
of super travel burcau, with a full anay 
of up-totheminute information such as 
no travel bureau now possesses. Conceiv- 
ibly, you could call up the computer 
and say. "I've got from four o'clock Fr 
day afternoon to nine o'clock Tuesday 
morning; where shall I go?” The machine 
would ask some questions, such as, 
“Would you be willing to spend as much 
as $3002" and "Do you like to fish?" and 
would then come up with a suggestion: 
“I can give you a suite in the Americana 
Hotel in Miami Beach for $75; you can 


208 have a scat on Eastern’s Flight 128 at 


six тым. Friday and return on Flight 321 
amiving Monday midnight; Captain 
Harry Brown and his fishing boat will be 


ting for you at seven o'clock Saturday 
morning." 

The possibilities are almost endless. It 
is perfectly feasible to program a com- 
puter to help the bafiled houscholder; he 
could be instructed how to repair a leaky 
faucet or get squirrels out of his chim- 
ney. Dr. Spock's wisdom about babies 
could be put into а computer, in much 
‚ to help meee individual 
i» possible within the covers 
Excellent medical and legal 
advice could be dispensed by a comput- 
cr, if the medical and legal professions 
permitted. Tt is even possible that people 
will someday take to the computer the 
kind of problems they now take to 


psychiatrists, psychologists and. marriage 
counselors. A computer program has 
already been developed, in fact, that 


actually sounds quite a bit like some 
types of psychotherapists; it has had the 
following typewritten conversation. with 
a make-believe woman “patient”: 


PATIENT: Men are all alike. 
MACHINE: In what way? 

PATIENT: They're always bugging us 
about something or other. 
Macimse: Can you think of a specific 
example? 

rari: Well, my boyfriend made 
me come here. 

MACHINE: Your boyfriend made you 
come here? 

patient: He noticed that 
pressed much of the time. 
MACHINE: I'm sorry to hear you are 
depressed. . . . 


I'm de- 


And so on, through what sounds very 
much like a 50-minute session with a 
therapist. 

Another use of the machine that is 
prominent in the thinking of computer 
scientists is in shopping. The Sears, Roc- 
buck type of printed catalog, expensive 
to publish and distribute, will prob- 
ably vanish. Instead, the shopper will call 
up the computer at Sears. Roebuck or 
his favorite department store, ask what is 
available, see. pictures of it on a televi- 
sion screen, ask questions and get more 
telligent and complete answers than he 
ely to get in person from most of to- 
"s salesclerks. He will probably pay for 
his purchase with computerized moncy, 
by direct transfer from his own bank 
account to the account of the store, with- 
out writing or mailing a check. This kind 
of financial transaction is already taking 
place successfully in an experimental 
program set up by the Bank of Delaware 
and a chain of shoe stores; when a cu 
tomer buys a pair of shoes, the clerk uses 
a touchi-tone telephone to call the bank's 
enters th 
n number 


customer's. iden- 
proses buttons 
ng the amount of the sale. The 
method is bound to spread, because the 
volume of checks written in the nation, 
about 70,000,000 a day, is rapidly getting 
out of hand, despite the computerized 
sorting of checks. It costs the banks more 
than three billion dollars a year just to 
move the checks through the dearing 
system and eventually back to the people 
who made thi out. 

The physical barriers to setting up an 
intellectual public utility are not very 
serious. Аз a matter of fact, there already 
is such a system, designed to help scien- 
in operation under the MAG Proj 
ect. It has 160 "outlets" in the form 
of tlerypewriters scattered around. the 
MIT campus and in the homes of profe: 
sors; these typewriters are connected to 
two separate computers, cach of which 
rve 30 users simultaneously under 
a time-sharing program developed by 
the MAC scientists and the computer 
manufacturers. The MIT faculty and 
students use the system constantly, ра 


computer, 


and 


ticularly to help with the complicated 
mathematical calculations involved i 
advanced research, One engineering 


professor says that he has not used his 
slide rule, once the badge of his profes- 
sion, in three years. 

The same kind of time-sharing com- 
puter system could rather casily be set 
up to serve an entire community; each 
home would have its own console, pref- 
erably including not only a teletype 
writer but abo a viewing screen of some 
kind, connected to a computer center 
just as every home is now connected to 
electric power and telephone centers, 
The machine ht even communicate 
to the user by speaking, although it 
probably would not understand human 
speech. (It is much more difficult to 
build a machine that ns than one 
that speaks, and opinion among scien- 
tists as to how soon, if ever, a listening 
machine will be available is sharply 
divided.) 

Although the physical problems are 
easy to solve, there are other problems 
more sticky. One of them is that most of 
us would hardly care to spend two years 
learning how to program a computer for 
our own special uses; the experts will 
have to find ways of making computers 
casier for the average man to use. In the 
words of Dr. Fano, “The user should be 
able to talk to the machine as casily as a 
businessman now talks to an assistant 
who knows the business well, In fact, 
that is what the machine should be— 
a skillful and knowledgeable assistant." 
Bur progress in this direction is being 
made all the time. Computer scientists 
like to point out that, when the automo- 
bile was introduced, a man had to be 
an expert mechanic to own and drive 
one, Now, they say, the computer is rap- 
idly getting to the stage where anyone 
can learn to operate it, as the automobile 
did long ago 

What will the intellectual public u 
of the future bring into our homcs 
Dr. Fano foresees a day when the com- 
puter will have a giant mass memory 

ing all the knowledge of its par 
ticular community—all the knowledge 
now found in the books and journals of 
the very best library, plus everybody's 
daily work reports, financial records, tax 
returns, medical histories and what have 
you. Storing as much information in a 
computer as can be put on a page with 
singlespaced typewriting now costs as 
little as ten cents а month in some sys- 
tems; eventually, it will probably be 
cheaper to store everything in a com- 
puter than in a book or a filing cabinet. 
When that day comes, the computer will 
put all the accumulated knowledge and 
Ils of the world to our own personal 
service. A man will be able to produce 
the solutions to problems in calculus 
without ever studying calculus, to design 
a new house without ever taking an 
architecture course. 

Far from depersonalizing life, the 
computer of the future will probably 
create a great deal more individual 


variety. Indeed, it has already won some 
battles against mass conformity. It makes 
possible the manufacture of more differ- 
ent models of automobiles with more 
available options; and in Los Angeles, 
it enables a customer to walk into any 
of 75 Dodge showrooms and imme- 
diately select exactly what he wants 
from a pooled and computer-contiolled 
inventory of 6500 car. Computerized 
teaching machines have provided con- 
siderably more individualized instruction 
for elementary school pupils, gcared to 
their own backgrounds and ability to 
progress, than is otherwise possible in a 
large class. The computer has even 
brought back ar least a faint echo of that 
delightful bygone day when the village 
librarian knew every patron so well that 
she could suggest new books that she 
knew would interest him. At the big 
technical libraries of IBM, profiles of. 
staff members have been fed into a 
machine that automatically sends them 
abstracts of new books and articles they 
might want to see. In the future, the 
computer will very likely print out a 
morning newsletter or even an en 
newspaper designed specifically to meet 
the needs of the man reading it. It 
could tailormake individualized maga- 
zines and television programs and permit 
а man to design his own special kind of 
furnii new automobile. On 
an even more important level, it may 
free us from the restrictions of what has 
been called the creeping bureaucracy of 
Our recent past—for many of today's 
rules, regulations, inspections and per- 
mits are designed simply to prevent a 
densely populated society from falling 
nto chaos. In a society where informa: 
tion circulated freely and almost instan- 
taneously, many of the restrictions would 
probably be unnecessary. 


Which brings us to the qui Just 
how brainy, in actual fact, these 
machines? Gan they | 1 they 


think? Can they create? Will they ever 
reach the stage assumed in a joke popular 
among computer scientists, in which one 
machine asks another, “Do you believe 
in man?" 

"The answer to most of these questions 
is that, at the moment, nobody really 
knows. The phrase used by the scientists 
їп this connection is “artificial intelli 
gence”; some think the machine has i 
others that it does not. 


Certainly the machine can learn, The 
machine that counsels the California 
high school students asks questions, 


lcarns from the answers what each stu- 
dent is like, then gives him not just gen- 
eral advice but guidance intelligently 
molded to his special needs. The Univer- 
sity of Virginia has developed a computer 
system that learns to solve problems by 
trial and error. Part of the MAG Proj 
ect is a language program called ELIZA 
because, like Eliza Doolittle in Pygma- 
lion and My Fair Lady, it can be taught 
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“You call yourself a bartender?” 


to use language increasingly well. Indeed, 
once ELIZA has been taught English 
phrases, it can also learn the German 
equivalents; the operator need merely 
tell it, "When I say Ich sage, 1 mean I 
say"—and the machine remembers this 
As anyone who has ever taken а 
psych-I course knows, however, the hu- 
man brain solves problems in strange and. 
marvelous ways. All of us possess а large 
memory bank of facts, mathematical 
rules and knowledge about relationships. 
In our thinking, we sometimes manipu- 
late this knowledge through the rules of 
logic we know that since all mammals 
nurse their young and since а whale is a 
mammal, whales must nurse their young. 
At other times, we manipulate it through 
our own individual kind of something 
like free association. To a mi 
word "angel" may set off a train of 
thought such as angel-heaven-God- 
Holy Ghost-Virgin Mary-Sermon on the 
Mount. To an athlete, the associations 
might go angel-Hly-Hly ball-baseball- 
Willie Mays. If the machine is ever to 
be truly creative, it must learn to think 
in this random, freewheeling, rather hap- 
hazard but richly productive kind of 
way. Can it? Maybe, maybe not. Nobody 
has yet tried to make the machine think 
in this fashion. 

There have been only about 20 experi- 
ments in artificial intelligence, most of 
them conducted by graduate students 
working on Ph.D.s The students have 
tried what seemed most promising, ran- 


ister, the 


210 dom thinking not included. They have, 


however, produced some truly amazing 
results, One MIT student taught a com- 
puter to solve algebra problems stated 
not in he terms, which is 
for the machine, but in plain ordi 
nglish such as, "Mary is twice a 
as Ann was when Mary was as old as 
Ann is now. If Mary is 24 years old, how 
old is Ann?” (Unless you can figure out 
quickly that Ann is 18, something that 
few people can do. the computer is a lot 
better at this kind of problem than you 
are.) Another student taught a machine 
to solve the kind of problems in geo- 
metrical analogies often included in 
intelligence tests, such as: 


mai 


is to which of tli 


following: 
[ај 
Le СМ A Ae 


The machine can do as well on this part 
of an intelligence test—even with geo- 
metric figures it has never seen before— 
as the average ten-year-old. And now 
another student at MIT, this time just an 
undergraduate, bas taught a machine to 
solve the verbal analogies of intelligence 
tests, such as dog is to bark as saw is to 
blade, wood, cut, whine or tool? 
There is a popular saying, of course, 


that the machine can do only what it is 
programed to do—and a human being 
must do the programing. This is reas 
suring to human pride and has become 
the cliché response to every new accom- 
plishment by the machine. But the scien- 
sts who believe in artificial intelligence 
point out that the h 1 must also 
be programed; ou processes 
are the end result of all the information 
and instruction ever received by our 
nput devices, notably our eyes and ears, 
from birth. Moreover, programing a 
computer is by no means so exact a 
science as has been adverti: Tt had to 
be very precise at first. Now, in the 
words of MIT's Professor Marvin Min- 
sky, "Programmers don't have to know 
exactly what they are doing; they can be 
very sloppy, as a matter of fact.” They 
do not always understand how or why 
their programs work. And, as the pro- 
grams get revised and enlarged through 
dialog between man and machine, 
they become increasingly versatile. Says 
Professor Minsky, “People claim that 
prog, ll right for special pur- 
poses but aren't flexible. Well, a type- 
writer or a violin isn't flexible, either— 
until you 1 
ers of the infor 
the future, which will be 
with all kinds of people, le: 
kinds of new facts and getting instruc- 
tions to perform many diflerent tasks, 
the user may be able to present a brand- 
new kind of problem and get it solved 
simply by telling the machine, "Which 
of the problems you've solved in the past 
is most like this one? Try that method 
And quite possibly, Professor Minsky 
believes, the machine may reach the solu- 
tion through a method that would never 
have occurred to the man himself. No 
one individual will know everything that. 
is in the machine and what may there- 
fore come out. Very little special training. 
will be needed to operate the macl 
but probably some users will have better 
luck with the computer than others. 
"Some people will be just naturally good 
at it,” says Profesor Minsky, "tlie way 
some people are good at skiing. 
Eventually, Professor Minsky believes, 
the machines will be programed for 
self-improvement; they will get better 
and better of their own accord; then 
they will unquestionably display the 
traits we refer to as intelligence, intuition 
and consciousness, and the world will 
never again be the same. Will they be 
man's equal or even his superior? Dr. 
George Feeney of General Electric says, 
k well get to the point where 
that question won't really matter. The 
humanists, if optimists, will say that the 
machine п of man—and 
the realists, if pessimists, will say that 
man is extension of the machine.” 


аш» arc 


rh to use it” In the comput- 
ation public utilities of 
conversi 
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and the boy and the cape sailed into the 
air and came down together in such a 
way that when the boy rolled over, the 
cape wrapped around him like а tortilla, 
and one wit sit sol, full of the 
harsh wine of Mexico's harsh grapes, 
yelled out, “Suerte des enchiladas.” The 
young bullfighter was named The Pass 
of the Enchiladas. His career could never 
be the same, He went on to fight that 
bull, did a decent honorable job—the 
crowd never stopped laughing. El Suerte 
des Enchiladas. He was branded. He 
walked off in disgrace. The one thing 
you cannot be in any land where Span- 
ish is spoken is a clown. I laughed with 
the rest. The bullfight is nine tenths 
cruelty. The bullfight brews one's cruelty 
out of one’s pores—it makes an elixir 
of cuelty. But it docs something clse. It 
reficcts the proportions of life in Latin 
lands. For in Mexico it does not seem 
unreasonable that а man spend years 
learning a dangerous trade, be rapped 
once by a bull and end up ruined, a 
Suerte des Enchiladas. It is unfair, but 
then life is monstrously unfair, one 
knows that, one of the few gleams in the 
muck of all this dubious Mexican majes- 
ty called existence is that one can on 


ion laugh bitterly with the gods. In 


can be found nowhere else. For courage 
as the servant of the gods cruel 


On to Beloved Remington. He arrived. 
in Mexico City at the end of the begin- 
ning of the novillada several years ba 
He was there, I think, on the next to last 
of the carly Sundays when six bulls were 
there for six novilleros. (In the full sea- 
son of the novillada, when the best new 
young men have been chosen, there are 
six bulls for only three toreros—each kid 
then has two bulls, two chances.) I w: 
not yet in Mexico for Amado Ramirez’ 
fist Sunday, but I heard nothing else 
from my bullfighting friends from the 
day I got in. He had appeared as the last 
of six novilleros. It had been a terrible 
day. All of the novilleros had been bad. 
He apparently had been the last and the 
worst, and looked so clumsy that the 
crowd in derision had begun to applaud 
him. There is no sign of displeasure 
greater among the Mexican bullfighting 
public than to turn their ovations upside 
down. But Ramirez had taken bows. 
Serious solemn bows, He had bowed so 
much he hardly fought the bull. The 
Plaza Mexico rang with merriment, It 
took him forever to 
received a tumultuous ovation. He gave 
a tum of the ring. A wit shouted “Ole, El 
Loco." He was named. When they cheer 
incompetence, they are ready to set fire 
to the stadium, 


El Loco was the sensation of the 

week. A clown had fought a bull in the 
Plaza Mexico and gotten out alive. 
‘The promoters put him on the following 
week as a seventh bullfighter, am extr 
added attraction. He was not considered 
worth the у of appearing on the 
regular card. For the first time tl 
season, the Plaza was sold out. 
Six young novilleros fought six medio- 
cre bulls that day, and gave six mediocre 
fights. The crowd grew more and more 
sullen, When there is no good bullfight, 
there is no catharsis. One's money hi 
been spent, the drinks are wearing 
down, and there has been no illumina- 
tion, no moment to burn away all that 
spiritual sewer gas from the horrors of 
week, Dull violence breeds, and with 
it, contempt for all bullfighters. 

Out came the clown, El Loco. The 
special seventh bullfighter. He was an 
apparition. He had a skinny body and a 
funny ugly face with little eyes set close 
together, a big nose and a little mouth. 
He had very black Indian hair and a tuft 


the rear of his head stood up like the 
spike of an antenna. Hc had very skinny 
legs and they were bent at the knee so 
that he gave the impression of trudging 
along with a lunch box in his hand. He 
had a ludicrous butt. It went straight 
back like а duck’s tail feathers. His sui 
fit poorly. He was some sort of grafting 
between Ray Bolger and Charlie Chap- 
lin. And he had the sense of self- 
importance to come out before the bull, 
he was indeed given a turn of the ring 
before he even saw the bull. An honor 
granted him for his appearance the week 
before. He was altogether solemn. It di 
not seem comic to him. He had the ki 
of somber extravagant ceremoniousness 
ofa village mayor in a mountain town 
come out to greet the highest officials of 
the government. His knees stuck out in 
front and his buttocks in back. The Plaza 
rocked and rocked. Much applause fol- 
lowed by circulating zephyrs of laughter. 
And under it all, like a croaking of frogs, 
the beginnings of the biggest thickest 
Bronx raspberry anybody ever heard. 
Amado Ramirez went out to receive 
the bull. His first pass was a yard away 
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“Have you heard? He's dead.” 
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from the animal, his second was six feet. 
He looked like a 55. -old peon ready 
to retire. The third pass caught his саре, 
and as it flew away on the horns, El 
Loco loped over to the barrera with a 
gait like a kangaroo. A thunderstorm of 
boos was on its way! He held out his arm 
horizontally, an injunction to the crowd, 
fingers spread, palm down, a mild depre- 
catory pleasant gesture, as if to say, 
"Wait, you have seen nothing yet." "The 
lipfarters began to smack. Amado went 
back out. He borched one pass, looked 
poor on a basic verónica. Boos, Jaugh- 
tcn, even the cops in every aisle were 
laughing. jQue payaso! 

Then, it happened. His next pass had 
a name, but few even of the afición 
knew it, for it was old-fashioned pass 
of great intricacy which spoke of the ста 
of Belmonte and El Gallo and Joselito. It 
was a pass of considerable danger, plus 
much formal content (for a flash it 
looked like he was inclining to kiss a 
lady's hand, his cape draped over his 
back, while the bull went roaring by his 
unprotected ass). If I remember, it was 
called a Gallecina, and no one had seen it 
in five years. It consisted of whirling in a 
reverse serpentina counterclockwise into 
the bull so that the cape was wrapped 
around your body just like the Sucrt 
des Enchiladas, except you were ver 
cal, but the timing was such that thy 
bull went by at the moment your back 
was to him and you could not see his 
horns. Then the whirling continued, and 
the саре fared out again, Amado was 
clumsy in his approach and stepped on 
his cape when he was done, but there 
was one moment of lightning in the mid- 
dle w w clear sky after days of 
fog and smelled the ozone, there was an 
instant of heaven—finest thing I had yet 
seen in the bullfight—and in a sob of tor- 
ture and release, 7;Oic!" came in a panic 
of disbelief from one parched Mexican 
throat near to me. El Loco did the same 
pass one more time and then again. On 
the second pass, a thousand cried ;Olé! 
And on the third, the Plaza exploded and 
50,000 men and women gave up the 
word at the same time. Something merry 
and corny as a gypsy violin flowed out 
of his cape. 

After that, nothing but comedy again. 
He tried a dozen fancy passes, none 
worked well. They were all wild, solemn, 
courtly, and he was there with his peas- 
ant bump of an ass and his knobby 
es. The crowd laughed with tears in 
their eyes. With the muleta he looked 
absurd, a man about to miss a wain and 
so running with his suitcase. It took him. 
forever to Kill and he stood out likc an 
old lady talking to a barking dog, but he 
could do no wrong now for this crowd— 
they laughed, they applauded, they gave 
him a tour of the ring. For something 
had happened in those three passes 


n you sa 


which no one could comprehend. It was 
as if somcone like me had gotten in the 
ring with Cassius Clay and for 20 sec- 
onds had clearly outboxed him. The 
only explanation was divine intervention. 
So El Loco was back to fight two bulls 
next week. 

He did litle with either bull, and 
killed the second one just before the 
third aviso. In a good scason, his carcer 
would have been over. But it was a 
dreadful son, A couple of weeks of 
uneventful bullfights and El Loco was 
invited back. He looked awful in his first 
fight, green of face, timid, unbelievably 
awkward with the cape, morose and 
abominably prudent with the muleta. He 
killed badly. So badly in fact that he was 
still killing the bull when the third aviso 
sounded. The bull was let out alive. A 
dull sullen silence riddled h Mexican 
whistles. The стома had had a bellyful 
of laughs with him. They were now 
getting very bored with the joke. 

But the second bull he liked. Those 
crazy formal courtly passes, the Galleci- 
nas, whirled out again, and the horns 
went by his back six inches away. ;Oléf 
He went to put the banderillas in himself 
and botched the job, had to run very 
fast on the last pair to escape the bull 
and looked like a chicken as he ran. The 
catcalls tuned. up again. The crowd was 
Tike a bored lion uncertain whether to 
cat enu or lick a face. Then he came 
out with the mulcta and did a fine series 
of derechazos, the best seen in several 
weeks, and to cveryone's amazement, he 
killed on the first estocada, They gave 
. He was the triunfador of 


him an 
the day. 

This was the afternoon which con- 
firmed the beginning of a carcer. After 
that, most of the fights are mixed in 
memory because he had so many, and 
they were never without incident. All 
through that summer, he fought just 
about every week, and every week some- 
thing happened which shauered the 
comprehension of the most veteran bull- 
fighting critic. They decided after this 
first triumph that he was a mediocre novi- 
Пето with nothing particular to recom- 
mend him except a mysterious flair for 
the Gallecina, and a competence with the 
derechazo. Otherwise, he was uninspired 
with the cape and weak with th- muleta, 
So the following week he gave an exhibi- 
tion with the muleta. He did four pases 
de pecho so close and luminous (a pass is 
luminous when your body seems to lift 
with breath as it goes by) that the horns 
flirted with his heart. He did derechazos 
better than the week before, and 
finished with manoletinas, Again he 
killed well. They gaye him two cars. 
Then his second. bull went out alive. A 
fracaso. 

Now the critics said he was promising 
with the muleta but weak with the cape 
He could not do a verónica of any value. 


So in one of the following weeks he gave 
five of the slowest, most luminous, most 
soaring verdnicas anyone had ever seen. 

Yet, for three weeks in a row, if he 
had cut ears on one bull, he let the other 
go out alive. A bullfighter is not supposed 
to let his animal outlive three avisos. 
Indeed, if the animal is not killed before 
the first aviso, the torero is in disgrace 
already. Two avisos is like the sound of 
the knell of the bell in the poorhou 
and a bullfighter who hears the third 
aviso and has to let his bull go out alive 
is properly ready to commit a Mexican 
variety of hara-kiri. No sight, you see, is 
worse. It takes something like three to 
five minutes from the first aviso to the 
t, and in that time, the kill becomes 
a pigsticking. Because the torero has tried 
two, three, four, five times, even more, 
to go in over the horns, and he has hit 
bone, and he has left the sword half in 
but in some abominable place like the 
middle of the back or the flank, or he 
has had a perfect thrust and the bull 
does not die and minutes go by waiting 
Tor it to die and the peons run up with 
their capes and wy to flick the sword out 
by swirling cloth around the pommel 
guard and giving a crude Latin yank— 
nothing is cruder than a peon in a sweat 


for his boss. Sometimes they kick the bull 


sinks to its knees and the puntillero 
comes in to sever its neck with a thrust of 
his dagger, but the stab is off-center, the 
spinal cord is not severed. Instead, it is 
stimulated by the shock, and the dying 
bull gets up and wanders all over the ring 
looking for its querencia while blood 
drains and drips from its wounds and the 
bullfighter, looking ready to ay, trots 
along like a farmer accompanying his 
mule down the road. And the next aviso 
blows. Such scenes are a nightmare for 
the torero. The average lorero afford 
less than one occasion a year when three 
avisos are heard. El Loco was allowing 
an average of one bull a week to go out 
led. 

For a period, icism of El Loco solid- 
ified. He had brilliant details, he was 
able on occasion to kill with inspiratio: 
he had huge talent, but hc lacked the 
indispensable ingredient of the bull- 
fighter, he did not know how to get a 
good performance out of a bad bull. He 
lacked tenacity. So Ramirez created the 
most bizarre faena in anyone's memory, 
a fight which came near to shattering the 
rules of bullfighting. For on a given 
Sunday, he fought a very bad bull and 
worked with him in all the dull, techni- 
cal, unaesthetic ways a bullfighter has to 
work with an unpromising beast, and 
chopped him to left and to right, and 
kept going into the bull's querencia 
and coaxing him out, and this went on for 
minutes, while the public demonstrated 
its displeasure, And El Loco paid no 
attention and kept working with the bull, 


“Well, Betsy, I think it's about time 
to move on to sky diving." 


and then finally got the bull to charge 
and he made a few fine passes. But then 
the first aviso sounded and everyone 
groaned. Because finally the bull was 
going good, and yet Amado would have 
to kill him now. But Amado had his bull 
in shape and he was not going to give 
him up yet, and so with everyone on the 
scent of the loss of each second, he made 
derechazos and the pass with the muleta 
which looks like the gaonera with the 
cape, and he did a deliberate adorno or 
two and the second aviso sounded and 
he made an effort to kill and failed, but 
stayed very cool and built up the crowd 
again by taking the bull through a series 
of naturales, and with 20 seconds left 
before the third aviso and the Plaza in 
pandemonium he went in to kill and 
had a perfect estocada and the bull 
moved around soltly and with dignity 
and died about ten seconds after the 
third aviso, but no one could hear the 
trumpet for the crowd was in a delirium 
of thunder, and every white handker- 


chief in the place was out. And Amado 
smiling, which is why you could love 
him, because his pinched ugly little 
peasant face was full of a kid's decent 
happiness when he smiled. And a minute 
later there was almost а riot against the 
judges, for they were not going to give 
him the tail or two ears or even an 
how could they if the bull had died after 
the third aviso? And yet the tension of 
fighting the bull on the very edge of his 
time had given a quality to this fight 
which had more than a hint of the 
historic, for new emotions had been felt. 

Amado was simply unlike апу 
bullfighter who had ever come along. 
When he had a great fight, or even а 
great pass, it was unlike the passes of 
other fine novilleros—the passes of El 
Loco were better than anything you 
had ever seen. It as if you were 
looking at the sky and suddenly a bird 
materialized in the air. And a moment 
later disappeared again. His work was 
frightening. It was simple, ly 
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lumined, but it came from nowhere and 
then was gone. When El Loco was bad, 
he not mediocre or dull, he was sim- 
ply the worst, mos inept and most 
comical bullfighter anyone had ever seen. 
He seemed to have no technique to fall 
back on. He would hold his cape like a 
shroud, his legs would bend at the Knees, 
ass seemed to have an сус for the 
jon was morose as Fer 
nd his feet kept tripping. And 
when he w: id, he had a nerveless 
incapacity to kill which was so hopeless 
that the moment he stepped out to face 
his animal you knew he could not go 
near this particular bull. Yet when һе 
was good, the comic body suddenly 
straightened, the back took on the cam- 
ber of the best back any Spanish aristo- 
crat ever chose to display, the buttocks 
retired into themselves like a master- 
piece of poke, and the cape and the 
muleta moved slowly as full sails, or 
whirled like the wing of that mysterious 
bird. It was as if El Loco came to be 
every comic Mexican who ever breathed 
the finest Spanish grace into his porcs. 
For five odd minutes he was as com- 
pletely transformed as Charlie Chaplin's 
tramp doing a consummate impersona- 
tion of the one and only Valentino, the 
long-lost Rudolph. 

Let me tell then of Amado's best fight. 
Tt came past the middle of that fine sum- 
mer when he had an adventure every 
week in the Plaza and we had adven- 
tures watching him, for he had fights so 
mysterious that the gods of the bulls and 
the ghosts of dead matadors must have 
come with the mothers and the witches 
of the centuries, homage to Lorc 
see the miracles he performed, Listen! 
One day he had a sweet little bull with 
nice horns, regular, pleasantly curved, 
and the bull ran with gaiety 
don. Now we have to stop off he 
imperative ation: It is e 
discuss the attitude of afición to the na- 
tural. To them the natural is the equiva- 
lent of the full parallel turn in skiing or 
a scrambling T-formation quarterback or 
a hook off a jab—it cannot be done well 
by all athletes, no matter how good they 
are in other ways, and the natural is a 
dangerous pass, perhaps the most dan- 
gerous Un The cloth of the mulcta 
has no sword to extend its width, Now 
the doth is held in the left hand, the 
sword in the right, 


bull's attraction is half as large as 
before and the bullfighter's body 
so much bigger and so much more wor- 
thy of curiosity to the beast—besides the 
bull is wiser now, he may be ready to 
suspect it is the man who torments him 
and not the swirling sinister chaos of the 
cloth in which he would bury his head, 
Morcover—and here is the mystique of 
the natural—the bullfighter has а psy- 
chic communion with the bull. People 
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fighting bulls. So the torero fights the 
bull from his psyche first. And with the 
muleta be fights him usually with 
right hand from a position of author 
Switching the cloth to the left hand 
exposes his psyche as well as his body. He 
feels less authority—in compensation his 
instinct plays closer to the bull. But he is 
so vulnerable! So a natural inspires а 
bullfighting public to hold their breath, 
for danger and beauty come closest to 
ng right here. 

It was naturales Amado chose to per- 
form with this bull. He had not done 
many this season. The last refuge of his 
detractors was that he could not do natu- 
rales well. So here on this day he gave 
his demonstration. Watch if you can. 

He began his faena by making no 
exploratory pass, no pase de la muerte, 
no derechazos, he never chopped. no, he 
went up to this sweet bull and started 
his faena with a series of naturales, with 
a series of five naturales which were all 
linked and all beautiful and had the 
Plaza in pandemonium because where 
could he go from there—how docs Jack E 
Leonard top himself2—and Amado came 
up sweetly to the bull, and did five 
more naturales as good as the first five, 
and then did five more without moving 
hom spot—they were superb—and 
then furled his muleta until it was the 
size of this page, and he passed the bull 
five more times in the same way, the 
horns going around his left wrist. The 
man and the bull looked in love with 
ch other. And then after 
maturales, Amado did five more with 
almost no muleta at all, five series of five 
naturales had he performed. It is not 
much easier than making love 25 times 


a row, and then he knelt and Kissed 
the bull on the forehead he was so 
happy, and got up delicately, and went to 


the barrera for his sword, came back 
profiled to get ready for the kill. Every- 
опе was waiting on a fuse. If he m. 
ged to kill on the first estocada this 
could well be the best faena anyone had. 
ever seen a novillero perform, who 
Knew, it was all near to unbelievable, and 
then just as he profiled, the bull charged 
prematurely, and Amado, determined to 
get the kill, did not skip away but held 
ed the charge, stood there 
ith the sword, turned the bull's head 
with the muleta. and the bull impaled 
himself on the point of the torero's blade 
which went right into the proper space 
between the shoulders, and the bull ran 
right up on it into his death, took several 
steps to the side, gave a toss of his head 
at heaven, and fell, Amado had killed 
recibiendo. He had killed standing still, 
receiving the bull while the bull 
charged. No one had seen that in years. 
So they gave him everything that day, 
cars tail, vueltas without limit—they 
were ready to give him the bull. 

He concluded the summer in a burst 
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of honors. He had great fights. After- 
ward they gave him a day where he 
fought six bulls all by himself, and he 
went on to take his alternativa and be- 
come a full-fledged matador. But he was 
a Mexican down to the bones, The hon 
ors all turned damp for him. I was not 
there the day he fought six bulls, I had 
had to go back to America and never 
saw him fight again. 1 heard about him 
only in letters and in bullfighting news- 
papers. But the day he took on the 
bulls, I was told, he did not have a single 
good fight. and the day he took his айе 
nativa to become a matador, both hi 
bulls went out alive, a disgrace too great 
even for Amado. He fought a seventh 
bull. Gypsy magic might save him agai 
But the bull was big and dull and El 
Loco had no luck and no magic and just 
succeeded in killing hii in a bad 
difhcult dull fight. It was obvious he was 
afraid of the big bulls. So he relin- 
quished his alternativa and went back to 
the provinces to try to regain his reput 
tion and his nerve. And no one суст 
heard much of him again. Or at least 1 
never did, but then I have not been back 
to Mexico. Now 1 suspect I'm one of 
the very few who remember the happiness 
of seeing him fight. He was so bad when 
he was bad that he gave the impression 
you could fight а bull yourself and do no 
worse. So when he was good, you felt as 
if you were good, too, and that was some 
thing no other iorero ever gave me, for 
when they were good they looked im- 
penetrable, they were like gods, but 
when Beloyed Remington was good, the 
whole human race was good—he spoke 
of the great distance a man can go from 
the worst in himself to the best, and u 
finally is what the bullfight could be all 
about, for in dark bloody tropical lands 
posesed of poverty and desert and 
swamp, filth and treachery, slovenliness 

nd the fat ds of all the worst lust, 
the excretory lust to shove one's own poi 
son into others, the one thing which can 
keep the sweet. nerve of life alive, is the 
knowledge that a man cannot be judged 
by what he is every day, but only in his 
greatest. moment, for that is the moment 
when he shows what he was intended to 
be. It is a romantic sell-pitying imprac- 
tical approach to the 20th Century's 
demand for predictable eth h pro- 
duction, dependability of function and 
categorization of impulse, but it is the 
Latin approach. Their allegiance is to 
the genius of the blood. So they judge a 
man by what he is at his best. By that 
logic, I will always have love for El Loco 
because he taught me how to love the 
bullfight, which is to say he taught me 
something about the anystery of form. 
And where is а writer or a lover without 
a knowledge of what goes on behind 
that cloth where shapes are born? Olé, 


Amado! 
Ba 


“Once more and then we'll run for it!” 
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